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PREFACE TO A PREFACE 



1814-1879 

There cure two sorts of introdtustions, those which are 
meant for the people who hnoWy and those which 
are meant for the people who do not hnaw. 

It is not for old friends who remember, that re- 
collections are written, tut rather to try to tell people 
who carmot remember of some who have gone before 
them, treading with meTttorable steps towards the in- 
fmiJte silence. 

When Regirudd Smith f/rst suggested that the present 
writer should add a short preface to "-4 Week in a 
French Cowntry-Housel' she spoke to one and to another 
of those who had known Adelaide Sartoris, the author 
of that charming story. It has been like listening to a 
chord, to hear the voices recalling the well-known name, 
each stHUng a special note of rem^mhrance. Awiseand 
discerning Chdtelaine, who from her youth had known 
Mrs. Sartoris and Mrs. Kemhle, dwelt with interest on 
the different gifts by which the two sisters could best 
eapress what was in them. Mrs. Kemhle, so essentially 
poetic and dramatic in her natwre ; Mrs. Sartoris, 
so mvjch of an artist, musical, with a love for eosqudsite 

Ix 
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thmgs, cmd all that belongs to form and colour, {Some 
of vs can r&memher hearing Lord Leighton say that 
though Mrs. Sa/rtoris did not painty she was a true 
painter in her sense of beauty of composition^ in her 
great feding for art.) Another old friend, with some 
show of reason, deprecated any attempt to record at all 
that which was unrecordaile. " Would you give a dried 
rose-leaf as a sample of a garden of roses to one who had 
never seen a rose ? " she exclai/ms, recalling , not without 
emotiony the golden hours she had spent, the talks she 
had once enjoyed in the Warsa£i Pergola, ^^ It would 
be an injustice to that dear and noble memory," she 
writes, ^^for me to attempt to rake up stale recollec- 
tions of such happy hours, . . ." 

Perhaps it might indeed be wiser to acquiesce at 
once in the law that tventwdly carries all into oblivion, 
and yet it is almost impossible while mcTnory and ima- 
gination remain to us, to leave fragTnents of beauty, 
like broken temples lying neglected in a desert, wnheeded 
and unrecorded, 

I think also we sometimes see others more clearly, 
with more justice, in remernbrance, than we did at the 
m^omsnt of a^ctiud meeting, of past eosaggeration, and 
past exdtem&nt, 

" Tou have only to speak of things as they are" 
said a great critic who had kruywn Mrs, Sartoris in 
her later years, " Use no conventional epithets : those 
sisters are beyond any banalities of praise,'' 
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One voice speaking of Mrs. Sartoris, hdonged to a 
lady sitting in her special comer of the old hrown 
palace which is now her home, ** That fme and original 
being" she said, '' so independent and full of tolerance 
for the young ; sympathising even with misplaced en- 
th/usiasm, erUerin^g so vividly into a girts unformed 
longings. . . . TFTien I first knew her*' so this lady 
continued, ''she seemed to me to he a sort of revelation ; 
it was some ons taking life from an altogether new 
and different point of view from anything I had ever 
known hefore!* 

The yomig maid of honov/r of bygons days had made 
friends with Mrs, Sartoris over a sadden burst of 
laughter. Thefy ustd to go about together rather shyly , 
n^t quite familiarly at first, and on one occasion the 
yovmger lady burst out laughing and the elder caught 
the infection. " Can you indeed laugh like that t " 
said Mrs, Sartoris^ laughing on herself, and the 
friendship was made. They met constantly^ they used 
to talk and to speculate on all the many things in 
which they both were interested. Once they went to- 
gether to see some performance in which a youthful 
alitor, lately come out, played in " Hunted Doum,*' a melo' 
drama, and in the '* Road to Buin,'* so admirably, that 
Mrs. Sartoris exclaimed: '^ This is the commg mAmT^ 
On her retwm home that night, she wrote him a letter 
of congratulation, and asked him to come and see her. 
His name was Henry Irving, 
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Othtr wices I have heard speaking. '* J'aimaiB 
Adelaide," said Madame Viardot, tUtering that best 
of ail epitapJiSj which I have heard again repeated ly 
the Henry Kemble of to-day, A woman — a well-known 
musician — goi/ng hack to the tim^es when Adelaide Kemble 
fi/rst eam£ out upon the stage, dwelt much upon the 
beauty of the yotmg d,&utantes singing and imper- 
sonations, the full sweet tones of her utterance, and 
still more upon her very great and remarkable know- 
ledge of music. Lady Thompson was Kate Loder in 
those yea/rs, and her praise has a meaning to it.^ 

One more friend to whom I applied rather surprised 
me by chiefly describing Mrs. Sartoris from the serums 
cotmtry lady point of view; visiting the cottages, 
teaching the children, singing to the villagers in the 
old Hampshire village. And yet I have an old letter 
dated from Wamford Court, which somewhat bears out 
this description. The letter itself is so like Tier own 
voice speaking naturally, that I quote it here. 

** Have whoever you like on Monday I* she writes, 
''taJce me anywhere you like on Tuesday. I am very 
welly for me, and shall not be tired by anythiiig at 
homje; it vxls only the early rush out to the Popular 
on Monday thai appeared like a sort of impossibUityj 

^ In Cox's masical recollections of the last half centary there 
is a commendatory notice of Adelaide Kemble: "She trod the 
stage like a majestic qaeen ; her singing was marked by the 
entire absence of meretricious ornament, and by the quiet decision 
of its rhythm." 
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wnd I aUo seemed so happy chaiting by your fireside 
— orUy don't thdnk I shall warU wamsememt. . • . / 
am sfwre to see the few people I want mA)st to see ai 
some tim>e or another dwring my visit, I shall see 
Jeamie Semor and Leighton, and Mrs. Brookfield and 
de Mussy; and my dear old He/n/ry OreviUe will he sure 
to look m£ vp if he is in town, 

''/ am in an agitaiion abovZ the examinoition of 
owr school children, which comes off at eleven to-morrow 
mommgy amd they are always so nervous, poor little 
things, thai they do their very worst as a matter of 
eowrse, and the mistress works herself into a fever, and 
so do I ! and I shall he thankful when it is Satwrday. 
I had my ckcss vp here yesterday afternoon for a 
couple of hours, and they are coming again to-day to 
read poetry. I have givers, them simple little things 
to read which they can understand. I fou/nd the 
poems in the regvlar school-hooks qwUe too difficult 
for me to explain, fuU of * terrestrials * and * ethereal 
firmament' and words and things I mysdf dont 
clearly umdersta/nd. If the inspector insists on their 
reading to him out of the regulation lesson-hook 
we shall he done for amd disgrace ourselves. Owr 
inspector is William Warhwrton, a brother of poor 
Eliot's; he is gentle with the little orus^ which is 
everything. . . . 

" P.S. — I should like to see yotmg Marochetti while 
I am with you, and Mr. Oeorge Trevdyan, if it comes 
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in yowr way^ being always anxious to recruit vleasant 
people for Wamfordr 

The notes I have been able to set down are very 
slight, but such as they are, they indicate something of 
thai vivid life^fuU of beauty^ of impression^ both reason- 
able and unreasonable, of fine criticism, of feeling; of 
thai home of which the master and mistress were essen- 
tially hosts of mark; ruling qn/rits not indeed to be 
forgotten by the Tnany who ha/oe twmed to them, and 
to the warming lights of their kindling hearth 
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Wabnfobd Coubt, Bishops Waltham, 
Mfmday, 8<A September 1866. 



Deab Mb. Smith, — Here is a fragmentary aome- 
thvag, arranged with the usual compactness of my 
genius! Will you have it? I have enough for 
three ComhiU numbers and send you the matter 
for two at once. The papers are descriptions of 
places and things which I have seen and people 
whom I know. I have indicated what appears to 
be the natural division for the two ComhiUa. Please 
put me out of my pain as soon as you can. — ^Tours 
very truly, Adelaide SABTOBia 

II. 

Wabkfobd OotmT, 

10th September 1866. 

Deab Mb. Smith, — Here is the last number of 
my . . . — ^it is more than a sketch and less than 
a story, so I don't know what to call it — please 
let me know if you like it in print I think the 

XT 
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title, '* A Week in a French Country-Hoiise," would 

be a good one — if you think the paper good enough 

to keep. — ^Yours very truly, 

Adelaide Sartoris. 

III. 

9 Pabk Plaob, St. James'. 

Dear Mr. Smith, — I have altered everything that 
I possibly could in order to comply with your wishes, 
so I hope you will not object to letting the paper 
stand as it now is. 

I shall be delighted to have an illustration by Mr. 
Leighton, and hasten to send you back the corrected 
proofs that wb may secure it. — ^Yours very truly, 

Adelaide Sartoris. 

Mrs. Gleorge Smith has sent me these letters 
addressed to her husband by Mrs. Sartoris. What 
better introduction could there be to the story of 
" A Week in a French Country-House " ? It is over 
a quarter of a century since the letters were written, 
since the book was published, praised and made 
welcome. "One's friends' praise is nothing," Mrs. 
Sartoris says, writing to the same correspondent. 
But we need not agree with her in this; friends' 
praise deserved is the best of all, and worth a very 
great deal, and friends and their children have in 
turn agreed to praise and to remember this book 
now republished after so long. 
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The story was written at odd times and places, 
in pencil sometimes, during troubled nights on stray 
pages, in that delicate backward handwriting always 
so even and so spirited. The pages were often read 
aloud almost as soon as they were written. I can 
remember the hero of the story, M. Kiowski himself, 
on one occasion remonstrating and laughing, but 
insisting on some change in the MSS., into which 
all the little current jokes and the talk of the day 
were gaily woven. It was during "a week in an 
English country-house" that the book was begun. 
There were a great many people (characters in and 
out of the story) staying together at Wamford. 
There were great terrace walks, and young folks 
straggling along them. The mansion stood among 
broad spreading trees. There was a ceaseless cawing 
from the rooks overhead; a deep, wide lake with 
fish in it lay in light and shadow, with fringes of 
logwood growing, crimson-tinted and waving against 
the banks. Wamford was a very stately place, and 
far more impressive and solemn than most French 
country-houses. I have never seen Mamy-les-Monts, 
described in this story, but any one of us who may 
have read the account of Madame Olympe's charming 
forest home has been there in imagination. 

As the writer transcribes from the printed page 

before her, she is sitting actually in a sort of farm- 

h 
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house on the edge of a forest, not very distant from 
Madame Olympe's own glades, and what she sees 
with her eyes is hardly more vividly presented than 
that which is described in the pages of the book. 
Re-reading these pages in the heart of London only 
the other day, seemed to bring the landscape into 
the very streets ; read just outside the great forest, 
with summer hshts crossing the landscape and sweet 
familiar sounZ reaching Loss the wide waters of 
the Seine, Bessy the heroine's impressions strike 
no less vividly. Take, for example" the charming 
account of her first morning at Mamy. " I un- 
fastened those delicious French windows that open 
from top to bottom, and seem to let all heaven 
and earth at once into the room, and threw back 
the outer jalousies. . . . Before me lay the park, a 
bit of land redeemed from the heart of the forest, 
dotted all over with clumps of trees; here and 
there little screens of delicate young poplars, already 
touched by the season, quivered their golden leaves 
in the clear splendours of the autunm blue. At 
the bottom of the hill was the river ; it turned and 
wound about, all glittering and rippling, and covered 
as it were with an ever- vibrating network of light ; 
and beyond, stretching up and on for miles and 
miles around us, was the great ocean of the forest, 
drenched in deep dews, steeped in warm sunshine, 
swaying in the sweet morning freshness, and chaunt- 
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ing its solemn hymn of gladness to the Lord of all 
the beauties of the earth. . . ." 

If any woman ever loved beauty and reverently 
turned to the very soul of Nature, it was Adelaide 
Sartoris. I remember once long ago wondering when 
she burst out suddenly in her passionate, emotional 
way. She stood by a hedge of roses in her garden, 
and began saying how dear to her was each plant 
and flowering shrub, how growing things spoke to 
her more intensely as time went on, and how for 
her Nature came to mean more and more, and the 
life of cities ever less and less. It seemed a won- 
derful thing to me theny that any one so fitted for 
the world-for fuU human life and enjoyments 
should long to turn away from it all ; but these are 
experiences that one has to live in order to under- 
stand, though few of us will ever understand or 
grasp the moment quite as this woman did, either 
in acceptance or in rentmciation. 

II. 

Most children share their parents' lives long before 
they are able to realise what these lives really are ; 
moreover, working parents have this advantage over 
playing parents, that their efforts, successful or other- 
wise, form no small part of their children's existence. 
The vital events of the family belong to the nursery 
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as well as to the parlour ; they bring a certain experi- 
ence along with them, a sympathy, a fellow-feeling, 
even if it is but that of infants at their play. 

The daily life of the Kembles, their heroic standard 
of attainment, their high aspirations, their fine spirit 
in the front of disaster, their intdUgcTice and modesty 
in success, was the school from which those two 
sisters, Frances and . Adelaide Kemble, came forth : 
accomplished, competent women, with rare gifts and 
knowledge, and with a natural dignity to fit — and to 
unfit — them for the world. That they should have 
been stamped by their early surroundings is but a 
part of the ruling of Fate, which, with all its incon- 
gruities, shows so much consistency and good sense, 
if one may venture to use such an expression con- 
cerning Fate. 

In this remarkable, most stormy family there must 
have been strange and rapid changes from darkness 
to bright sunshL, n^Xi^ of light ^d light- 
ning too. The Eembles strike one somehow as a 
race apart, when one follows their story from book 
to book : they seem divided from the rest of us by 
more dominant natures, by more expressive ways 
and looks; and readmg of them, one is reminded 
sometimes of those deities who once visited the earth 
in the guise of shepherds, as wanderers clad in lion 
skins, as muses and huntresses, not as Eembles 
only. 
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The writer is glad to think her own time has 
overlapped that of this heroic race, which also pos- 
sessed what the ancient gods certainly had not, a 
sense of humour to link it with humanity. Common 
records do not reach much beyond the days of Roger 
Eemble, the Jacob of the family ; but one reads that 
once in far distant times Kembles and Campbells 
were one, and of Roger we learn that he, too, was 
handsome, that he married a manager's daughter 
and deferred to his wife. 

"Give The Tempest, madam," he cried. "How 
can we give The Tempest? Who is there to 
play Prospero ?" "I will play Prospero, sir," said the 
Mrs. Kemble of those days, speaking with authority, 
and from this definite lady came the great John, also 
the great Sarah, bom immediately after the giving 
of "The Tempest," and twenty years later the youngest 
son, Charles, whose looks in marble effigy (shown to 
us by a kind host one day on the stairs of the 
Garrick Club) Apollo himself might have envied. 
Charles Kemble, this handsome gentleman, was my 
father's old friend and the father of Fanny and of 
Adelaide Kemble, whose looks, specially in the 
younger sister's noble outline, so much resembled 
his. These classic brows and deep-set eyes are again 
to be found repeated in Mrs. Siddons' beautiful 
portraits. 
The sons, being often away at school and at college. 
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fell less under the influence of the highly-wrought 
home atmosphere than did the two daughters of the 
house. These were John Mitchell Kemble, so well 
known as an archaeologist and a literary student, and 
Henry, the younger, of whom I once heard my father 
say, that he was in early youth the most beautiful 
boy he had ever seen. 

Fanny Kemble was six years older than Adelaide. 
In her "Records of a Girlhood" there are many 
apparitions of " little sister " Adelaide. The fanciful 
brilliant child, mature and immature, with her many 
gifts, of silver speech, of golden music, her quick wit, 
her sensitive, impassioned moods, appears now and 
again, and is always herself. There are pretty pic- 
tures given of the children's early days and love for 
country things, of the cottage at Weybridge to which 
Mrs. Charles Kemble, the mother, used to take them, 
spending long summers there — ^happy for the children 
and soothing for the mother. She is described as she 
stands fishing by the river hour after hour with her 
family surrounding her : "We were each of us armed 
with a rod," Fanny Kemble says, " and were more or 
less interested in the sport. We often started after 
an early breakfast, and, taking our luncheon with 
us, remained the whole day long absorbed in our 
quiet occupation." Mrs. Sartoris used to say that 
the passionate-hearted mother needed the calming 
rest of the tranquil waters, and used to fly to them 
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for peace and refreshment from the strain and the 
emotions of her London life. 

Little Adelaide, whose " tender-hefted " nature, says 
the elder sister, revolted against baiting the hook, alone 
hated the fishing. Besides these sports the children 
played cricket when the boys came home from 
school, Fanny being promoted to aU the dignities of 
"loi^-stop." We hear no details of little Adelaide's 
cricket, but I have no doubt she, too, played her part: 
all her life long she always endeavoured to do what- 
ever was being done around her; it was a theory 
which she always preached and tried to carry out 
to the last. 

After learning how to fish and how to play cricket, 
Fanny Kemble was sent to Paris to be made accom- 
plished in other ways. Little Adelaide meanwhile 
seems, from her own accoimt, to haye been left to 
run about the country at her own free will — 
neglected and untaught. She used to speak of her 
early youth with sadness not imtinged with bitter- 
ness — so an old friend has told me. Meanwhile the 
parents' hopes were centred upon Fanny. 

In the museum at Stratford-on-Avon there is a 
picture connected with these youthful days, when 
as a Juliet of seventeen Fanny Kemble took the 
pubUc by storm. She was attired on this occasion 
in the traditional white satin dress, and the painter 
represents the mother superintending her daughter's 
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dressing. The girl is looking at herself shyly 
in a long glass: it is an interesting representa- 
tion of the scene so admirably described in the 
Records. 

Little Adelaide's first teaching came from her 
devoted aunt " Dal/' her namesake and the good 
angel of the house, whom both sisters always held in 
tender remembrance. Mrs. Charles Eemble's keen, 
highly-strung nerves could not always bear with 
early efforts; from sheer apprehension of her mother's 
agonised exclamations Fanny declares she herself 
often played false chords and sang false notes in her 
presence ; but she describes her sister's early natural 
and more certain gift for music steadily growing 
There is a ballad by Bishop, " O there's a mountain 
palm," which Adelaide sang, she says, with a " clear, 
high, sweet, true little voice and touching expres- 
sion. . . ." The writer can also remember her own 
father's description of the girl making music, as 
indeed she did all her life long. He was quite a 
young man then, lately come to London, and was 
living very near to Great Russell Street, and the 
comer house which had been John Kemble's home, 
and to which Charles and his family moved in 
1830. 

My father has told me that when he first saw 
"Miss Totty" she was pla3dng on a guitar, the most 
charming and graceful figure imaginable. As I read 
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in Mrs. Kemble's Memoirs '' that she has bought A. 
the guitar she had promised her " from the proceeds 
of her first play, published by John Murray, I 
remember this early tradition. 

These were the days, when Weber had come over 
to England to conduct his own noble measures, when 
"Der Freischiltz" was brought out at Covent Garden, 
to be followed by "Oberon." It was a time of golden 
promise — ^poets were young and writing their best, 
music was sounding ; while Miss Totty was studying 
hers, Mendelssohn and Rossini were stirring a vivid 
and impulsive generation to enthusiasm. Weber's 
exquisite masterpieces were ringing in people's 
ears. 

For the writer herself, the Mermaid's Song from 
"Oberon" first came to life years after in a Paris 
drawing-room, where among shaded lights and 
flowers, and in the company — so it seemed at that 
time — of fairy troubadours and princes (perhaps 
after all they were only attaches from the Embassy 
close by), she listened to the lovely notes floating 
across from an inner room, where the musician sat 
surrounded by her chivalrous young audience. Mrs. 
Sartoris had the true instinct of a real musician, 
and also that of a good hostess : she liked her 
listeners to be a part of her music; she liked the 
same faces round her again and again ; she liked an 
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atmosphere peaceful yet glowing, and vibrating with 
her emotion ; she liked to see charming faces, young 
and gay, handsome and sympathetic. Others among 
us she loved perhaps for other reasons — ^for she was 
faithful to old friends as well as to young ones. She 
was a bom artist in daily life as well as in music, and 
she used daily life as if it were music to be enjoyed 
and carefully guarded from false notes.^ 



III. 

When Adelaide Kemble came out as a singer 
and went abroad with her father it was one long 
progress of youth, of music, of arduous achieve- 
ment, of responsive applause with all the horizons 
of Germany, of Austria, for a background. Con- 
suelo's story was not more romantic than that of 
this young prima donna, nor was the noble inde- 
pendence of George Sand's heroine more remarkable 
than that of this English maiden, holding her own 
with so much dignity and courage. 

1 Mr. Hamilton Aid^ was present when Rossini himself for the 
first time heard this Mermaid's Song, which was indeed almost 
the last utteranoe of the dying Weber. Rossini expressed his 
natural and unreserved admiration, and said how much he should 
have wished to know Weber personally. When Rossini heard that 
Weber had hesitated to meet him because he had once written 
severely and even contemptuously of Rossini's music, "Tell him," 
said Rossini, " tell him from me, that I consider it an honour to 
have been noticed at all by him at that time." 
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Sometiines she must have been very lonely in her 
father's absences, being herself detained by study or 
by engagements ; sometimes she was surrounded by 
friends. She had devoted friends abroad, as well as 
at home; some were influential, highly placed, others 
humbler companions of her toil. 

It was during these foreign tours that Adelaide 
Eemble formed a friendship with Dessauer, the 
fanciful extraordinary musician who was her faithful 
knight and follower through so many difficult passes. 
Some of us can still remember her singing of 
"Ouvrez, Ouvrez," a song of his, which she made 
to vibrate with feeUng. 

Both Mrs. Sartoris and Mra Eemble always spoke 
of Dessauer afiectionately, recalling his oddities, 
his quaint simplicity. '' II y a du danger, je te 
quitte," became a family saying. Mrs. Sartoris to 
the last loved to go back to these old days. She 
used as a girl to correspond with one very warm and 
faithful friend, the Countess de Thun, and it is to 
this lady that she writes of Mario as follows: ''I 
found on my return to London a letter from M. de 
Candia (Mario) telling me that he had at last in 
despair, at the utter neglect of his family, accepted 
an engagement at the Op^ra in Paris. He is not 
to make his cUbv4; for five or six months, and is 
now studying hard to prepare. His lovely voice 
and his pretty face are alone enough to ensure his 
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success." Of Madame Viardot Garcia she says, "I 
passed a delightful evening at Brussels at de Beriot's 
house, the mother and sister of poor Malibran are 
both living with him. Pauline Garcia and I sang 
together. You cannot think how well our two voices 
went. It is as if we had been in the constant habit 
of practising together, and de Beriot played our 
accompaniments." 

Again, in another of her early letters to Madame 
de Thun, she mentions a young English concert 
singer who was meeting with great success. "Her 
name is Novello, her voice is exquisite, not so strong 
as mine, but far sweeter and lovelier ; every note is 
perfect, but for all that I forbid you to like it as 
much as mine ; so it is that one is tolerant in prin- 
ciple, and tyrannical in action." Speaking of the 
hundred useless things people insist on teaching 
the young, she complains that they dull and blunt 
the keen enjoyment of the very things they would 
improve. "I think myself fortunate," she says, 
" that I was never sent to school. Shakespeare and 
Milton have given me far pleasanter thoughts than 
the rule of three, and the many accomplishments 
now taught." But though Adelaide was never sent 
to school, she went to Paris to study music, and my 
own father, writing in a melancholy mood long after 
to thank his old iriend for a present of game she 
had sent him (and which he had as usual carved 
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in company), alludes to the days when she was 
a young girl learning to sing in that dismal little 
room of the Rue de Clichy. "Were there any 
cares, I wonder? I suppose there were, but the 
enjoyments were so great then to counterbalance; 
a five-franc dinner, a play on the Boulevard, and 
a grenier a vingt ans / " . . . The Rue de Clichy of 
which he speaks was the street in which Miss Foster 
lived, under whose care both Fanny and Adelaide 
Kemble were placed, when they successively went to 
Paris. Then each in turn came out and made her 
mark, and each in turn married and left the stage 
for that world in which real tragedies and real 
comedies are still happening, and where men and 
women play their own parts instinctively and sing 
thehr own songs. Adelaide's short artistic career 
lasted from 1835 to 1842, long enough to impress 
all the subsequent years of her life. With all the 
welcoming success which was hers, there must have 
been many a moment of disillusion, discouragement, 
and suffering for a girl so original, so aristocratic 
in instinct, so quick of perception, so individual. 
" De la bohSme exquiael' as some great lady once de- 
scribed her. The following page out of one of her 
early diaries gives a vivid picture of one side of her 
artistic life : — 

"... Received an intimation that the company 
who are to act with me had arrived at Trieste, and 
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would be here at eleven to rehearse the music. At 
twelve came Signer Carcano(thedirector of the music), 
and a dirty-looking little object, who turned out to 
be the prompter. After they had sat some time won- 
dering what detained the rest, a little fusty woman, 
with a grey-coloured white petticoat dangling three 
inches below her gown, holding a thin shivering dog 
by a dirty pocket-handkerchief, and followed by a 
tall slip of a man, with his hair all down his back, 
and decorated with whiskers, beard, and mustachios, 
made her appearance. I advanced to welcome my 
Adalgisa, but without making any attempt at a 
return of my salutation, she glanced all round the 
room and merely said, * CoTne fa ealdo qui ! Non c'^ 
Tieaswao ancoraf Andia/mo a prendere un caffi* 
and taking the arm of the hairy man retreated 
forthwith. Then came Signer Gallo, leader of the 
band, then the tenor, who could have gained the prize 
for unwashedness against 'em all, — and after half- 
an-hour more waiting, Adalgisa and the hairy one 
returned, and after about half-an-hour more arrived 
my bass, and, God bless him, he came clean ! 

"We then went to work — Adalgisa could think 
of nothing but her dog, who kept up a continuous 
plaintive howl all the time we sang, which she assured 
me was because it liked the band accompaniment 
better than the piano, as it never made signs of dis- 
approbation when she took it to the rehearsals with 
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the orchestra. She also informed me that it had 
had five puppies, all of which it had nursed itself, 
as if Italian dogs were in the habit of hiring out 
wet-nurses. . . ." 

IV. 

Adelaide Kemble came back from abroad in May 
1 84 1, and there seems to have been a family gather- 
ing in Clarges Street. The news of her many suc- 
cesses had preceded her — Mr. Chorley told them, 
as an instance, how on one occasion at Milan 
the audience had broken out cheering enthusiasti- 
cally, without waiting until the Royalties had given 
the usual signal. 

"Now you want to know something about Ade- 
laide," Mrs. Kemble writes to her friend. Miss St 
Leger. "There she sits in the next room at the 
piano, singing, sample-singing, and giving a taste of 
her quality to Charles Greville. She is singing most 
beautifully, and the passionate words of love, long- 
ing, grief, and joy burst through that utterance of 
musical sound, and light up her countenance with 
a perfect blaze of emotion; as for me, the tears 
stream over my face. . . . She looks very well and 
very handsome, and has acquired something com- 
pletely foreign in her tone and accent. She com- 
plains of the darkness of our skies and the dulness 
of our mode of life here as intolerable." 
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Dulness seems an epithet very little suited to the 
mode of life in Clarges Street, where Mrs. Fanny sits 
writing. "Music," she describes, "from morning to 
night, the door opening again and again to visitors, 
old family friends, new acquaintances. Tenors, lords 
and ladies, actors, ilhistrisaimi tutti quanti," she 
says. "Friday, my sister sings at the Palace, and 
we are all enveloped in a golden cloud of fashion- 
able hard work which rather delights my father, 
which my sister lends herself to, complaining a 
little of the trouble, fatigue, and late hours, but 
thinking it for the interest of her future career, 
and always becoming rapt and excited beyond all 
other considerations in her own capital musical 
performances." 

There is a pretty story in Fanny Kemble's Records 
of her little girl in bed, who sat up wide awake when 
her mother came into the room late one night, and 
asked her " how many angels there had been in the 
drawing-room below." Her aunt Adelaide had been 
singing. 

It is impossible not to continue quoting from Mrs. 
Kemble's Memoirs, so charmingly do they give the 
atmosphere and the colour of these bygone times. 
From Clarges Street the whole party — with the 
exception of Charles Kemble — ^go for a tour abroad. 
Mrs. Kemble's children and their nurse are with 
them, and Mary Anne Thackeray, a lifelong friend, 
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and Mr. Chorley, and the great Liszt, who subse- 
quently joined them in Germany. " At Mayence," 
says the critical biographer, "my sister sang at a 
concert, and this was the first time I really have 
heard her sing in public. She sings in Norma 
again to-night in Mayence, and I am going — of 
course without any anxiety, for her success is already 
established here— and with great anticipations of 
pleasure; more even — if possible — ^from her acting 
than her singing." She adds, "I have always had 
the highest opinion of her dramatic powers, and I 
was, as I believe you know, earnest with her at one 
time to leave the opera stage and to become an 
actress; I thought it a better and higher order of 
things than this mere uttering of sound and per- 
petual representation of passion and emotion." 

Fanny Kemble also describes her sister at Frank- 
fort giving scenes from Lucia and Beatrice di 
Tenda, " What she does is very perfect," she says ; 
" she occasionally falls short in the amount of power 
that I expected. Her movements and gestures are 
all remarkably graceful and easy, she impresses me 
even more as an artist than a genius, which I did 
not expect. Some of the things she did — I speak 
now of her acting — were as fine as some of Pasta's 
great effects, and her whole performance reminded 
me forcibly of that finest artist." Mrs. Sartoris's own 
admiration for Pasta, under whom she had studied. 
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was immense, as may be gathered from her account 
of that great singer. 

Mrs. Kemble gives that amusing story of Liszt 
which her sister used to tell, nay, to net for some 
of us, so that the present writer has always felt as 
if she had been present when Mme. de Metternich, 
the grand lady, invited the musician to her house, 
and after asking various, somewhat impertinent, 
questions about his stay in Paris, ended them with 
" Enfin avez-vous fait de bonnes aflFaires Ik-bas ? " 

And Liszt's reply — "Pardon, madame, j'ai fait un 
peu de musique, je laisse les affaires aux banquiers 
et aux diplomates." The story is well known, 
but it never will be told again as it was told by 
Mrs. Sartoris, with all the droll impersonation 
of the lady, and the courteous malice of the great 
musician. 

So the delightful company travelled on: "Our 
whole expedition partook more of the character of 
a party of pleasure than a business speculation . . . 
the relations were those of the friendliest and merriest 
tourists, and compagmons de voyage. Nothing could 
exceed the charm of our delightful travelling through 
that lovely scenery, and sojourning in those pleasant 
antique towns where the fine concerts of our two 
artists enchanted us even more than the enthusi- 
astic audiences who thronged to hear thent" 

It must be confessed there are very agreeable 
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moments now and again in our own lives and our 
neif^hbours', and it is a pleasure to read of past 
happiness for people to whom one has owed so much 
of one's own. 

When Adelaide Kemble came out in Norrrw, 
at Covent Garden that autumn, she sang the opera 
in English. The fortunes of the theatre, " then at 
the lowest ebb," revived tmder the influence of 
her popularity. The place was quite empty the 
nights she did not sing, and overflowing when she 
appeared. 

I can remember her describing to us one of these 
performances, and her enjoyment of the long folds 
of drapery as she flew across the stage as Norma, 
and how she added with a sudden flash, half humour, 
half enthusiasm, " I have everything a woman could 
wish for, my friends and my home, my husband and 
my children, and yet sometunes a wUd longing 
comes over me to be back, if only for an hour, on 
the stage agam, and Uving once more as I did in 
those early adventurous times." She was standing 
in a beautiful room in Park Place when she said 
this. There were high carved cabinets, and worked 
silken tapestries on the walls, and a great golden 
carved glass over her head — she herself in some 
velvet brocaded dress stood looking not unlike a 
picture by Tintoret. 

Mr. and Mrs. Sartoris were married at Glasgow; 
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so their daughter, Mrs. Gordon, has told me: it 
seems diflScult to believe it ! Venice and its gondo- 
liers and the Lido ; Rome and the yellow Amo ; even 
Paris with its golden domes and its sunset lights 
would have seemed a more appropriate place. But 
though Adelaide Sartoris was married at Glasgow, 
the rest of her life was spent in beautiful places 
and among southern scenes. 

V. 

The writer's first definite picture of her old friend 
remains as a sort of frontispiece to many aspects 
and remembrances. We were all standing in a big 
Roman drawing-room with a great window to the 
west, and the colours of the room were not unlike 
sunset colours. There was a long piano with a bowl 
of flowers on it in the centre of the room ; there were 
soft carpets to tread upon ; a beautiful little boy in 
a white dress, with yellow locks all a-shine from 
the light of the window, was perched upon a low 
chair looking up at his mother, who with her arm 
round him stood by the chair, so that their two 
heads were on a level. She was dressed (I can see 
her still) in a sort of grey satin robe, and her 
beautiful proud head was turned towards the child. 
She seemed pleased to see my father, who had brought 
us to be introduced to her, and she made us welcome, 
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then, and ^U that winter, to her home. In that dis- 
tant vivid hour, (there maybe others as vivid now for 
a new generation) Rome was still a mediaeval city — 
monks in every shade of black and grey and brown 
were in the streets outside with their sandalled feet 
flapping on the pavement ; cardinals passed in their 
great pantomime coaches, rolling on with accompani- 
ment of shabby cocked-hats and liveries to clear a 
way; Americans were rare and much made of; 
English were paramount ; at night oil-lamps swung 
in the darkness. Many of the ruins of the present 
were still in their graves peacefully hidden away for 
another generation to unearth; the new buildings, 
the streets, the gas lamps, the tramways were not. 
The Sartorises had fireplaces with huge logs burning ; 
Mrs. Browning sat by her smouldering wood fire; 
but we in our lodging still had to light brazen pans 
of charcoal to warm ourselves if we shivered. 

At my request an old friend, who for our good 
fortune has kept a diary, opens one of his pretty 
vellum-bound note-books, and evokes an hour of 
those old Italian times from the simimer following 
that Roman winter. He tells of a peaceful Sunday 
at Lucca, a place of which I have often heard Mrs. 
Sartoris speak with pleasure; Leighton and Hatty 
Hosmer and Hamilton Aid^ himself are there ; they 
are all sitting peacefully together on some high 
terrace with a distant view of the spreading plains, 
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while Mrs. Sartoris reads to them out of one of her 
favourite Dr. Channing's sermons. Another page 
tells of a party at Ostia. " Very pleasant we made 
ourselves in a pine wood," says the diarist. "I 
walked by A. S.'s chaise-a-poHeur up the hills later 
in the evening. She talked of her past life and 
all its trials, and of her early youtli. She said to 
me, ' I have suffered so much myself from unkind- 
ness and neglect, that it makes me lenient to any 
one who is kind. . . .' " 

But this complaint must be taken with a reser- 
vation — ^it is almost a platitude to say so — but those 
who are a little more highly strung than their neigh- 
bours suffer accordingly, and more than accordingly. 
It is they themselves who respond to their own re- 
sponsiveness. A word wrongly said, a sympathy 
slowly given, sets them a-quivering: this is the 
price of it all. Some one or other of us is perhaps 
set to a time that beats a little quicker or slower 
than the rest, and then the notes jar ; not because 
they are not in true accordance, but because they 
go at a different measure. Life is a concert in 
which the crotchets and the quavers, alas! do not 
always wait upon one another. Then comes an hour, 
as my father has said, when as one recalls long 
past things, the old affections start into life once 
more and seem to smite one. 

Wherever and whenever I think of Mrs. Sartoris 
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it was always in memorable surroundings, whether 
at Paris near the Seine, or in Rome, or in the fine 
old house in Park Place, or at Wamford, or at 
Warsash in Hampshire, by the sweet Hamble shore, 
where the great sorrow of their son's death fell upon 
her and her husband, where she herself died but a 
very few years after. 

She had made the place and she loved it; so we all 
did, for to the charm of surrounding circumstances 
must be added the pleasure of such company as 
hers. It was not only the welcome and the atmos- 
phere of her home that she gave us, but the romance 
of it all, and the interests of every kind. The very 
people she had known seemed to be there too ; the 
things which had struck her, to be happening again, 
with the accompaniment of her brilliant comment, 
her vivacious and most memorable talk. That gift 
of directness of talk and incisiveness which came 
perhaps from their foreign blood belonged to both 
the sisters. 

VI. 

I can remember Mrs. Sartoris once laughing and 
saying that one of the noblest acts she ever did in 
all her life was when a poor music-master had 
come to see her, on his way to call upon some 
influential patrons. His shirt - buttons had given 
way, with some untidy consequences, which filled 
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her with alarm as to what impression he might make 
upon his patrons. There were other people in the 
room. As the poor, shy man came up to take leave, 
she held his hand and said, in a low voice and not 
without an effort : " Good-bye, but before you leave 
this house go into the study down below and care- 
fully examine yourself in the round mirror upon the 
waU." 

Her heart specially warmed to poor musicians 
There was a girl who was studying at Paris, a charm- 
ing, pretty creature, whose cause she took up warmly, 
She invited us to the play together; she used to, 
drive us both out ; she used to ask the young singer 
to her house, but some cruel fate threw the poor 
charming girl into the clutches of a villainous music- 
master who ruined aU her life, and the poor child 
vanished.^ 

^ There was another grim story I remember of a beantif ul stranger 
Mrs. Sartoris once met on board a steamer on some one of the Italian 
lakes, and with whom she made a pleasant summer day's acquaint- 
ance. For two days, I think, they travelled on together. Mrs. Sartoris 
was delighted with her companion, interested by her cleverness, her 
beauty, her feeling for art, and by a certain pathetic strain which 
vibrated throngh all her gay and brilliant spirits. And this is what 
happened quite soon after, when the Sartorises came to Paris. They 
took up a newspaper one morning, and there read the account of a 
suicide. A fashionable lady, living in the Quartier St. Honor^, had 
invited all her friends to an evening party, and when the first guests 
were announced, was discovered in full dress with diamonds in her 
hair, hanging to the brilliantly lighted chandelier in the centre of 
the drawing-room, and her name was that of the mysterious lady of 
the lake* 
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Trait after trait comes to one's mind, saying after 
saying. For instance, ''how the time had come . 
when it gave her infinite pleasure to meet people 
whom her father and mother particularly disliked, 
so few were there left who had known them at 
all." She used to complain that nobody ever said 
anything straight out, ** except my sister Fanny and 
myself," she added. 

Mrs. Gordon has told me that she can remember 
a meeting between her mother and George Sand in 
the Campagna of Rome, when the great French- 
woman came hurrymg from her villa in welcome, 
holding out both her hands with cordial warmth 
and excitement. She wore a little cap tied under 
her chin, not unlike that Siddons-like coiffe Mrs. 
Sartoris herself used to wear in later days, and 
which became her so weU. 

In odd juxtaposition in the present writer's mind 
comes the remembrance of a visit paid many years 
later by Mra Sartoris to George Eliot at North Bank 
in Regent's Park. It was an interview rather than a 
meeting. George Eliot, shy, serious, deliberate ; Mrs. 
Sartoris also a little shy, but talking rapidly and 
brilliantly, the acolyte present overwhelmed by the 
importance of the situation, and consequently greatly 
in the way. How useful it would sometimes be to be 
able to vanish at wiU like Prince Fortunio. 

Adelaide Sartoris was a bom critic, and loved to 
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exercise her gift. She used to make me read some 
of my early stories to her, and it is to her I owe a 
useful hint which I have tried to pass on to many 
young authors. " Bead your MSS. aZovd to yourself," 
she said, "many things wiU then strike you, which 
otherwise you might pass over." 

She loved her following of yoimg people, and was 
good and helpful to them all in turn. "Even her 
intolerance of stupidity was expressed in witty but 
kindly words," says a young companion of those days, 
now indeed speaking ex cathedrd. " One thing that 
always rings in my ears is her recitation of Shelley's 
'Groodnight' to a low obligate accompaniment on 
the piano," adds this lady, whose own music Mrs. 
Sartoris so much enjoyed. 

Into common life and its observances, its engage- 
ments and decorums, Mrs. Sartoris carried her sense 
of quick emotion. A girl who had put off her com- 
ing at the entreaty of another hostess, describes her 
confusion and remorse when she arrived at Warsash, 
and was received with a certain state and grave cere- 
mony, Mrs. Sartoris sitting in full dress in the centre 
of her big drawing-room, not rising to receive her. 
" You should not have done it," she said, and then 
presently she melted and kissed her. 

A very memorable meeting should not be un- 
mentioned here. Was it yesterday only or years 
ago? Was it in a wood near Athens, or in the 



PREFACE xliii 

forest of Arden itself, or in glades nearer home that 
we all assembled once to make merry and hold 
our woodland revels? We had stages and rural 
bowers to perform in; Theseus and HippoUta and 
all the neighbouring sylphs and fauns came up to 
see the sport ; our host received I hardly know how 
many of us into his home ; the neighbouring houses 
overflowed with guests. Mrs. Sartoris played comedy ; 
Mr. Sartoris, who had an extraordinary and admirable 
gifb for acting, took the leadiog parts. Mr. Aid^, our 
host, played the Delaunay jewne premiers. Surely 
Mr. Tates was also there with his two-and-thirty 
speeches. The sun shone, there was a brilliant 
dazzle of sweet green freshened by rain, the song 
of birds rang through the woods, people kept arriving, 
driving up, talking, excited, agitated; the properties 
went wrong, parts went astray, a whole Michaelmas 
goose, very essential to the farce, was missing, but 
nevertheless the plays went right, and more than 
right. I think that Lord Leighton, who had just 
finished his beautiful fresco in the Ljnidhurst 
church, was stage-manager. A hostess with beautiful 
white hair received us in the fragrant house among 
the woods; charming nymph-like figures came to 
the prompter's call, flitting under the trees. Not 
the least charming among them was ''Christian 
Rupert," as Mrs. Sartoris has called her, singing 
Vado ben Spesso, in her beautiful ringing voice 
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like a grace of an eTening, when the rehearsals 
were over. The girls under the trees looked like 
ladies out of Sir Joshua's pictures with muslin 
draperies, passing through the flicker of shadow and 
sunshine. Their daughters are like them now, but 
not quite what their mothers were, and who is there 
to take the place of that noble improvisatrice, that 
bountiful spirit ruling the little company by right of 
birth and presence, imconsciously imposing itself 
upon others and carrying them along? 
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The daughter, who read me the pages ovi of her 
mother's diary, also gave me one or two letters from 
an old cabinet — a cabinet where Mrs. Sartoris her- 
self had perhaps put them away. It stands arrumg 
the family treasfwres, drawings and sketches hy Leigh- 
tony hy Mr, Sartoris and Vol Prinsep, among mxmy 
mementoes interesting in themselves^ and leeause of the 
interesting people they record. One hook is a heautifui 
old hlack German Bible, on the f/rst page of which is 
inscribed, "jP. Liszt to Adelaide Kemble," Another 
volume touched me more nearly: it was a green 
morocco book beautifully bou/nd, the name written in 
it by the giver, Edward FitzQercddy and it contained 
Tennyson's '*Morte d! Arthur' copied out in famUia/r 
handwrUing, Mrs, Kemble has told me how, as a 
young many Mr, FitzGerald deeply loved and admired 
her sister, who had that special gift for moMng lifelong 
friends: Mr, Henry GrevUle and Lord Leighton are 
the first names anumg Adelaide Sartoris' s that corns 
to ones mind. How many more are there that one 
might remember? Brouming, my own father, Lord 
Lyons, AvM^ Mr, Brookfield — they crouni on one's 
memory. 
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A WEEK IN 

A FRENCH COUNTRY-HOUSE 

PART I 

** Here's a letter that concerns you, Bessy," 
said my mother one morning a week or two 
ago, as I came into our little breakfast-room 
at Linton. 

" And we say you're to go," said aunt Emily. 

" Oh, aunt Emily ! go where ? " I exclaimed 
in utter despair, and feeling ready to cry with 
fatigue at the bare idea of a move in any 
direction. 

" Olympe has written," began my mother, 
holding up a thin letter with a yellow stamp 
upon it. 

" Yes, and you are to go," once more broke 
in my impetuous old aunt Emily. The letter 
was from the Comtesse de Caradec, in answer 
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to one from my poor dear mother, who, it seems, 
had been writing all her alarms about my health 
to her old friend and pupil ; and now, as soon 
as I could get aunt Emily to promise silence, 
the letter was read out to me. It was cordial 
and affectionate, as all her letters are, and 
contained the kind proposal that I should go 
over to Mamy-les-Monts, and try what a fort- 
night's entire change would do towards toning 
me up and shaking me out of the languor, 
mental and physical, which had invaded me of 
late, and against which, for the first time in 
my life, I felt quite powerless to do battle. 

The fact is, that my dear mother's illness, 
coming as it did after a most exhausting term of 
hard work, had quite knocked me down. I had 
had a good many pupils and one or two schools 
also to attend during the last season ; and the 
confinement of the life, together with the pain- 
ful strain upon the nerves, which I suppose 
teaching music will always be to me to the 
end of time, had already left me feeble and in 
want of rest, when mother was seized, first 
with bronchitis, then with inflammation of the 
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lungs ; and the terrible anxiety about her> com- 
bined with all those days spent in her hot 
room, and all those nights passed by her sick- 
bed| had prostrated me still farther. Then 
came our move down to aunt Emily's cottage 
in Devonshire, from which I had hoped won- 
ders ; but while it seemed to be bringing mother 
round beautifully, and making her quite fat 
and rosy again, I was dwindling away into an 
absolute shadow : I could not walk a step 
without violent palpitations; I fainted dead 
away after being out for ten minutes in the 
sun ; and when aunt Emily spoke a little louder 
or sharper to me than usual, if it was only to 
say good-morning, I began to cry. It was 
such a new state of things for me, that my 
two dear old guardian angels were getting 
quite troubled about me, and so after a good 
long discussion and many useless efforts on 
my paxt to persuade them to let me stay where 
I was and be quiet, it was finally decided that 
Madame de Caradec's kind invitation was to 
be accepted, and that I was to go abroad 
for the first time in my life, and see what 
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entire change of air and scene would do 
for me. 

Abroad! everything has been brought so 
close to one of late years by the increased 
rapidity of travelling, and every one is so con- 
tinually on the move in consequence, that 
nothing short of Australia, or the Himalayas, 
answers at all now to the important sound of 
the word " abroad." Italy, Germany, Switzer- 
land are become as familiar to everybody as 
Portman Square or Piccadilly, and my " abroad " 
meant even less than all this : a bit of France 
just off the highroad — no more — and within 
ten hours of England ; it would take me very 
little longer to get there than it had taken us 
to come down to aunt Emily's. 

Madame de Caradec's mother was an English- 
woman, but she herself was bom in France, 
and married there, and has always lived there, 
both before and since her widowhood. Her 
only brother, who came to her when her hus- 
band died, and has remained with her ever 
since, I had heard of as entirely Anglomane 
in his tastes and habits. They buy English 
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horses and keep English grooms, and I believe 
they even prefer English cookery; and she 
drives her own pony-chaise, and talks EngUsh 
better than I do. Oh, was it worth while to 
cross that horrid Channel, and no doubt be 
odiously ill, to go away from my own who 
love me, among a parcel of strangers, to find 
only another inferior sort of England? Oh, 
was it worth while, especially for a single 
week; for longer I was quite determined I 
would not stay ? I did not say this, however, 
either to mother or to aunt Emily, for I saw 
that they had quite set their hearts on the 
project, and so I submitted with the best grace 
I was able to muster ; saw my new carmelite, 
my best black silk, and a white muslin for 
evenings put into my trunk ; and finally 
accompanied by old Margery, who had been 
with us ever since I was bom, and who, having 
also once spent a single week in Paris when 
she was six years old, was considered likely 
to "be of use to me " on my journey, I took 
leave of my dear ones with a weary heart and 
watery eyes, and set forth upon my travels. I 
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saw my dear mother with her slender figure, 
her silver hair, and sweet moonlight face, 
shading her eyes with her hand, and aunt 
Emily, who looked like a peony with a grizzled 
crop, both standing in the porch to look after 
us as long as we were in sight ; but the turn 
in the road by the Angler's Home soon came, 
and hid us from each other, and then I felt 
fairly launched indeed and very desolate. 

" Never mind, dear," said Margery, wiping a 
sympathetic drop from the tip of her pointed 
red nose. "I know shpow means hat." 

We crossed on the 1 8th of October. It was 
a lovely day, and the steamer was crowded 
with passengers. It was too fine, and the sea 
too smooth, for any one to be ill, so I had the 
ladies' cabin all to myself, which I infinitely 
preferred to being in the midst of all those 
unfamiliar faces. I hitched myself up into a 
very comfortable berth, close to an open port- 
hole, through which I watched the great green 
swirls of water glittering in the sun, and the 
passage did not seem long. When we landed 
at Boulogne, the sky was so blue, the shops all 
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looked so different ; the fishwomen, with their 
short petticoats and their baskets on their 
backs, so curious ; everything seemed so spark- 
ling and unaccustomed, that I would not get 
into a carriage, but taking my bag in my hand 
walked with Margery the few steps from the 
boat to the station. 

" Would you allow me, muddkm — sporty-bag, 
muddkm ? " said a voice at my side. I turned 
and recognised an Englishman, with a hot and 
anxious visage, who had just crossed over with 
us, and who was making for the same destina- 
tion as ourselves. 

" Thank you," I answered, " I can carry it 
quite easily; it's not at all heavy." 

"O Lord, mum!" ejaculated my friend 
with effusion, *' what a blessing it is to hear 
one's own language again ! " 

I felt inclined to advise him to venture no 
farther if he already experienced mal du pwys 
to such an extent, but to go back and wait 
patiently at the pier until the next steamer 
started for England. We had two blooming 
young English ladies in our carriage, accom- 
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panied by a surly brother in one comer, who 
was far too satisfied with himself and too dis- 
contented with everything else not to have been 
a freebom Briton. Just before arriving at the 
junction where Margery and I were to branch 
off from the great Paris main line for Mamy- 
les-Monts, "Pr6parez vos billets, messieurs et 
mesdames, s'il vous plait," said the conducteur. 

" Stoopid ass ! " remarked the Englishman, 
with sullen scorn; *'in England they'd have 
said ' Tickets ! ' and there'd have been an end 
of it" 

When we arrived at Hautbuisson (the station 
at which we had to get out), I found that the 
Countess had expected us by an earlier train, 
and had sent her carriage to meet us. Not 
finding us, however, it had gone home again, 
and we had to wait some time while another 
vehicle was being procured for us, so that it 
was already quite dark when we started for 
Mamy-les-Monts — quite too dark to be able to 
see anything whatever of the scenery around 
us. I only felt that suddenly our road took us 
through the yet thicker black of trees; then 
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again we emerged, and rolled and bumped with 
a muffled sound over a heavy wooden bridge ; 
toiled up a sandy hill to the lights that were 
glimmering on the summit ; heard a noise of 
loud voices and foreign tongues all vociferating 
together; and then I suddenly found myself 
lifted, I hardly knew how, out of the carriage, 
and into a tall and potent embrace, enveloped 
in which I was conveyed along, with my feet 
hardly reaching the ground, into a brilliant 
drawing-room. Here a tall gentleman bowed 
to me, who was presented to me as "my 
brother Charles." He turned with a kind 
anxiety to my conductress, and said, " Olympe, 
what will you do about the dinner ? " 

" She will dine in her own room," answered 
the Countess, with despotic melancholy. 

" But perhaps she would rather come in 
with us at once, as we are still at table," he 
suggested, in a low voice. 

" She will dine in her own room," repeated 
the Countess. 

" Are you quite sure that you would like that 
best ? " he again attempted, turning to me. 
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"She will dine in her own room," imper- 
turhably remarked the Countess, without the 
slightest shade of di£ference in her intonation. 

I was quite too shy to venture any opinion 
on the subject myself; moreover, I had an 
intuitive conviction that it was not expected 
of me : so, dazed with the sudden light and the 
new faces, and with the strong arm round me, 
I was carried, still upon the very tips of my 
toes, up the staircase, and finally deposited in 
a cheery little chintz bedroom, where, after a 
hearty kiss of welcome, I was left, much to my 
relief, to slip on my dressing-gown, put my feet 
up, and rest both the spirit and the flesh, which 
were equally tired out. 

Presently, while Margery was arranging my 
things for the night, the cup of tea, which was 
all that I had asked for, was brought to me. 
As I lay with closed lids upon the sofa, I heard 
Margery say, " Here — on table — tray — put," 
as if she thought that broken English, uttered 
in a very decisive manner, and with a break 
between each word, answered quite the same 
purpose as French. 
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^' Does mademoiselle wish for anything 
else?" inquired the little maid. 

"Toody swee," Margery observed, with per- 
fect assurance. 

"Do you speak French?" the little maid 
asked her, with a smile. 

" Oh, wee," responded the undaunted Mar- 
gery, adding, " Shpow ! " in what I thought 
rather a menacing way, as she kept nodding 
her head triumphantly at the girl, and giving 
sharp taps to her own bonnet, by way of con- 
vincing her then and there that she knew what 
was what 

Fortunately an Irish nurse, who had lived 
with Madame de Garadec ever since the birth 
of her daughter, just at this juncture arrived 
opportunely to the rescue, and Margery, having 
duly attended to my comfort, was borne off by 
her new friend to be made comfortable herself. 

Later in the evening, just as I had finished 
writing to mother to tell her of my safe arrival, 
I heard a quick, decided step coming along the 
passage, and a hurried little tap at the door. 
"Come in," I said, and a charming child of 
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about sixteen made her appearance. She was 
short for her age, but did not look so, from her 
erect carriage, and from the magnificent way in 
which her head was set upon her shoulders. 
She was brilliantly fair, with heaps of golden 
hair, which she wore turned back from her 
clear broad forehead. The charm of her face 
consisted in its great nobility. The expression 
was one of mixed decision and sweetness ; and 
there was altogether a sort of veiled power 
about her which, combined with her childish 
aspect, made her exceedingly attractive. 

'^ Maman sends me to ask," she said, in her 
sweet, broken English, " will you more tea, or 
some sirop, perhaps? Have you, indeed, all 
you want?" 

" I see you are Jeanne," said I, holding out 
my hands to her, and drawing her down on the 
sofa by my side. 

" Yes, I am Jeanne," she replied in French. 
**I had been out with the hounds all day, and 
was late for dinner, and dressing in a hurry 
when you came ; that was why you did not see 
me when you arrived. But Maman was there, 
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I hope, and Chaxles, and Ben^, to receive 
you ? " 

** I saw one gentleman in the drawing-room 
— your uncle Charles, I believe ? " 

^^ Yes/' said Jeanne ; " that was the Marquis." 

" And who is Ren^ ? " asked I. 

*^ Ren^ is a cousin of Maman's, who comes 
here to hunt for three months every winter. 
De Saldes is his other name — Ren^ de Saldes. 
He always does what he pleases, and is never 
in time for anything. But the Marquis has to 
mind his p^s and ^'s, or hm — ^hm!" and she 
screwed up her mouth and shook her head with 
a funny little sagacious expression. 

" And you," said I, laughing, " are not 
obliged to mind your p's and ^'s, but come 
down when you like?" 

"That depends," she answered. "When 
Ren^ comes out with us, I never get a 
scolding : there is a sort of complicated family 
machinery about it all, that it is a little difficult 
to understand at first. I protect the Marquis, 
and Ren^ protects me : not, indeed, that I need 
much protection ; for they all of them spoil 
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me very perfectly in their different ways, and 
Maman most of all, although she affects to 
bring me up with the utmost severity. But I 
must go now, for Maman desired me not to 
stay and tire you with my gossiping. I hunt 
to-morrow with our own hounds; but I shall 
have the pleasure of seeing you at breakfast 
before we go." 

Then bidding me good-night, she left me to 
the enjoyment of the most perfect bed that ever 
rested weary limbs. 

The next morning I was awoke by feeling 
something indescribably soft, cool, and fragrant 
touching my cheek ; and I opened my eyes into 
a large bunch of dewy, fresh-gathered roses. 
Madame Olympe was standing by my bedside 
with a heap of exquisite flowers in her hands, 
with which she proceeded to deck the jars on 
the chimney-piece and on the table. 

She looked very grand and beautiful, en- 
veloped from head to foot in a great white 
burnous, which fell in thick heavy folds round 
her stately person, and was altogether a most 
satisfactory morning vision, with the white 
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hood over her head shading and softening her 
stem face, as she bent over her many-coloured 
treasures and arranged them silently. When 
she had filled the vases, she came and sat down 
on the foot of my bed. 

" How are you," she ssiid, " after your 
journey ? rested ? It was much better for you 
to dine in your own room — ^you would have 
felt shy and uncomfortable the first evening 
with strangers." 

"Have you people staying with you now?" 
I inquired. 

" Yes ; we have Ren^ de Saldes, Monsieur 
Kiowski, and Monsieur Berthier. The first is 
my cousin, the last two are painter friends of 
mine. They will amuse you, they make such 
a contrast to each other. The one is so rapid 
in everything he does, and the other so slow. 
When they come together their diflFerences not 
only appear more pronounced, but actually be- 
come so. They act unconsciously upon each 
other, and Monsieur Kiowski rushes on like 
a small mill-stream, while Monsieur Berthier 
takes an hour to say the slightest thing. I 
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am also expecting some time to-day Lady 
Blankeney and her daughter, and Miss Hamil- 
ton." 

" My dear Madame Olympe," said I, " I 
should never have had the courage to come 
if I had thought to find so many people 
here." 

" Oh," she answered, " you needn't feel at 
all alarmed ; there is only one person to be 
frightened at in the whole lot, and that is Miss 
Hamilton. Lady Blankeney is only a harmless, 
silly sort of little old fly : if you will but let her 
flutter and buzz, she will be quite content ; she 
does all the talking herself I rather like it, 
and never think of answering her ; and Maria 
is the quietest of the quiet, and properest of 
the proper — ^pure English growth — a bashful, 
blushing, infantile old maid of nine and thirty 
— the thing don't exist with us. They are both 
great bores, and I am sorry they should happen 
to be coming just in this particular time, be- 
cause I should have liked you to become 
acquainted with Eend de Saldes, and he is 
already gone; knowing they were to be here 
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to-day, he fled early in the morning. I am 
rather curious to see how they will make it 
out with Ursula Hamilton ; she must startle 
Lady Blankeney occasionally, I should think." 

" What is the tie between them ? Is she any 
relation of theirs ? " I inquired. 

"There is a sort of distant cousinship," 
answered Madame Olympe. " Miss Hamil- 
ton's father had once a good fortune, which he 
squandered in every conceivable discreditable 
way, and then went to live for economy with 
his little girl at Florence. He died some 
time ago, and Ursula was left all but destitute. 
She then, to the horror of all her firiends, an- 
nounced her intention of going on the stage, 
for which, it appears, she has an immense 
natural talent — when suddenly, by the greatest 
piece of unlooked-for good-luck in the world, 
a rich old aunt of hers died, and bequeathed 
her a very large sum of money. So, thank 
goodness, she gave up (though I do believe it 
was rather d, contre cosur) the notion of singing 
in public, and Lady Blankeney, who had been 
in Italy during all her troubles, and carefully 
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ignored both her and them, flew to her the 
instant she became an heiress, and is now 
convoying her to England, where she means 
to have the honour and glory of producing the 
new lioness in &shionable society. I own I'm 
rather curious to see them together, for ages 
ago I used to hear about Ursula Hamilton 
from my cousin, Monsieur de Saldes, who knew 
her abroad, and she appeared to be anything 
but an amenable subject, although at that time 
she was only fifteen or sixteen. But I shall 
leave you to dress now — ^you needn't hurry, 
for we don't breakfast till half-past eleven." 

With that she nodded her head in a 
friendly way, and strode majestically out of 
the room. 

I had been so thoroughly roused by Madame 
Olympe's visit, that I got up as soon as she 
had left me. I unfastened those delicious 
French windows that open from top to bottom, 
and seem to let all heaven and earth at once 
into the room, threw back the outer jalousies, 
and feasted my eyes upon the landscape. Before 
me lay the park (a bit of land redeemed from 
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the heart of the forest, and cleared for the 
dwelling of my hostess) dotted all over with 
clumps of trees : here and there little screens of 
delicate young poplars, already turned by the 
season, quivered their golden leaves in the clear 
splendours of the autumn blue. At the bottom 
of the hill lay the river, of which my room 
commanded three different views as it turned 
and wound about, all glittering and rippling, 
and covered, as it were, with an ever-vibrating 
network of light; and beyond, stretching up 
and on for miles and miles around us, was the 
great ocean of the forest, drenched in deep 
dews, steeped in warm sunshine, swaying in the 
sweet morning freshness, and chanting its solemn 
hymn of gladness to the Lord of all the beauties 
of the earth. 

When I was dressed, I went into the drawing- 
room, where I found Madame Olympe, still 
in the same picturesque costume, assiduously 
dusting the books upon the table with a feather 
brush. '* This is not much like England after 
all," thought I. 

"We have a new servant," she said, in a 
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plaintive tone of voice, "who never touches a 
thing in the morning, and so I am obliged to go 
round myself and see to it." 

" Why, what does she do ? " I inquired ; " lie 
in bed till this hour ? " 

" The she is a he, whose name is Hyacinthe, 
and that is what he does ! " she answered, 
pointing with her brush to the chandelier. 

I looked up; it was a quaint edifice, built 
entirely of stags' heads and antlers carved in 
wood, and it was filled from top to bottom with 
flowers and leaves grouped together in the 
loveliest way. 

** Look there — and there," she said. 

I glanced round the room; in every comer 
there were heaps and heaps of flowers arranged, 
with every variety of sword -like rush and 
feathery plume of grass. 

"Would you like to see the artist himself? 
There he is ! " she continued, opening the door 
which led out into the hall. Beyond the hall 
was a large portico, fitted up with sofas and 
chairs, and here, at a table covered with flowers, 
sat a short, fat man with a turn-up nose, pasty 
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fe^By and sentimental aspect, dressing a couple 
of huge vases. These he afterwards brought in 
and placed triumphantly upon the chimney- 
piece ; they were entirely filled with the most 
delicate ferns, intermingled with dark ivy-leaves, 
which fell over and round the jars in garlands 
of exquisite grace. 

At breakfast I was introduced to Monsieur 
Berthier, a gentleman who looked about fifty-five 
years old. He was fair, rather bald, and had the 
gentlest voice and manner in the world. He 
very kindly endeavoured to put me at my ease 
by speaking to me in English, but his pro- 
nunciation was so peculiar that I could hardly 
understand what he said — which made me 
much more nervous than I was before. How- 
ever, they all soon found out that I spoke 
French without difficulty, and then we got on 
swimmingly. 

Monsieur Charles appeared in full hunting 
costume. He did not wear the green, which is 
the colour of the Imperial hunt, but a white 
coat with maroon velvet facings: it was ex- 
tremely picturesque, and very becoming to pretty 
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little Jeanne, who was charmingly got up in the 
same colours. 

They called this morning meal their breakfast, 
but it was to all intents and purposes a regular 
dinner. There were two large dishes of hot meat, 
two or three others of cold, hot dressed vegetables, 
salad, eggs, and all served upon the bare oak 
table without any tablecloth. At the end where 
Madame Olympe sat were the urn and breakfast- 
service ; but I observed that everybody drank 
wine-and-water to begin with, and then gradually 
arrived at tea as a sort of climax, when a most 
delicious hot heavy pastrycake was handed 
round, which they ate with an addition of butter 
and honey that made me expect to see them die 
on their chairs by my side. It is but fair to add 
that this breakfast and their dinner are the only 
meals partaken of in the day. The servants 
have their breakfast and dinner immediately 
after their masters have done, upon what is left ; 
the whole domestic machinery seems to me 
much simpler than our English arrangements. 
French servants do not eat or drink half so 
much as ours do, and make much fewer diffi- 



A FRENCH COUNTRY-HOUSE 23 

culties. What complicates matters in England a 
good deal is the separate life led by the children : 
this does not exist in France, where the children 
keep for the most part the same hours with 
their parents, instead of dining apart and early 
as ours do. 

While we were in the middle of breakfast a 
figure darted past the window, gesticulating 
violently ; this I found was Monsieur Kiowski, 
who had been out painting and had not heard 
the breakfast-bell. Presently he rushed in 
with his sketch-book in his hand : he was 
quite young, and very pleasant-looking. 

" Mille pardons ! " he said, hurrying up to 
Madame Olympe and kissing her hand. '' I 
hadn't any idea it was so late, but I found the 
most adorable little bit to paint from the boat- 
house ! When first I got there it was all cool 
greys and silver tones — ^a perfect Corot — with 
just that little bit of dead tree coming in there, 
you see" (showing her the book), "to give it 
a red accent ; but when the sun came out the 
whole aspect altered from minute to minute, 
so that I was obliged to give it up at last. I 
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must try and get up early again to-morrow to 
finish it if possible. Good-morning, Jeanne. 
Good-morning, Marquis. Good-morning, Ber- 
thier. Why didn't you come out and have a 
go at the river too ? You have no idea how 
lovely it looked from the inside of the boat- 
house ; but perfectly adorable ! (and he sent a 
kiss into the air rapturously from the tip of his 
fingers). " Yes, some pommes de terre sautSes, 
Hyacinthe, if you please." 

All this came pelting out in a torrent of 
French, and in a single breath, and I was 
perfectly dumfoundered when Madame Olympe 
presented him to me, and he asked me in 
equally faultless English if I had had a good 
night and was rested after my journey. 

" Mademoiselle does not look as if she had 
crossed the sea yesterday : were you ill ? " asked 
Monsieur Berthier, in his slow, gentle way. " I 
think the English character never comes out 
more strongly than on board a steamboat," he 
continued. "The feeling of decency — le con- 
venahle — is what English people never lose 
sight of — English women more especially: 
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even the tortures of sea-sickness they manage 
to control, and retire to some secluded comer 
with their basin, hoping to shroud from obser- 
vation an attitude which no amount of will can 
render graceful or dignified. I saw a vulgar 
Spaniard once, when I was crossing over to 
England : he had been making game of a poor 
Meess, who, with English forethought, had 
provided herself with a basin before the vessel 
started. He straddled about on deck with a 
great chain and a gaudy cane, and said in a 
swaggering way, 'Look at all these poor 
wretches who are determined to be ill ! Their 
precautions are exactly what makes them so; 
they are afraid, and give in, and of course are 
sick immediately; but if one walks up and 
down as I do, and smokes as I do, and sings 
as I do, one is never ill.' He l^egan executing 
some roulades as the boat steamed out of 
harbour; the sea was terrible, and before ten 
minutes were over, my Spaniard, who had 
suddenly lapsed into ominous silence and 
gradually become of a hue the like of which 
I never beheld before or since on any human 
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countenance, uttered a discordant shriek, and 
made a violent plunge at a basin he saw upon 
a bench near him — ^the ship lurched, the basin 
rolled off, and he rolled after it and lay wallow- 
ing there on the ground where he fell, an 
utterly demoralised and disgusting object; but 
so miserable and so regardless of all appear- 
ances, that I assure you he became almost 
grand through excess of suffering and the entire 
absence of self-consciousness. Meess, with her 
basin in her comer, and all her British dignity, 
was UuU by the side of that Spaniard in the 
agony of his utter self-abandonment." 

We all laughed, but Madame Olympe took 
the English side of the question and stood up 
for it very vigorously. Monsieur Berthier 
turned to me. 

*' Confess that you went downstairs and tried 
to hide yourself from every one ; you would 
not be English if you had not done this. I 
remember at one time of my life having to 
pass every day the English pastrycook's at the 
corner of the Rue de Bivoli. I used to see the 
English misses there eating cakes, and when I 
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looked in at the window at them (for they were 
almost always pretty) they took a cmmb at a 
time, but when I passed on, and they thought 
they were not seen any more, they put 
enormous pieces into their mouths, and ate 
with as much voracity as other people. I used 
to amuse myself with pretending to go by, and 
then coming back stealthily to watch them from 
the comer of the window, and they always did 
the same." 

" Well," said Monsieur Kiowski, " and very 
right too : you seem to think it ridiculous and 
unpoetical, but after all, it shows a regard for 
the feelings of others, and a certain sense of 
beauty too, which in my humble opinion are 
qualities rather than defects." 

Andr^ now came to say that the horses were 
at the door, and we all went out upon the 
perron to see them start. Jeanne embraced 
her mother, and the Marquis kissed his sister^s 
hand before they mounted. The horses were 
English, and very handsome beasts, and the 
Marquis's tall slight figure in his gay uniform, 
and with his great hunting-horn slung over 
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his shoulder, looked uncommonly well as they 
passed in and out through the trees, with the 
sun shining full upon them. How I envied 
them their ride — I, who could not even 
walk! 

" I am sorry I cannot drive you to the meet 
to-day," said Madame Olympe to me, " because 
these people are coming. However, you must 
see it one day before you go ; it is very different 
from the English hunting, but it is very pretty 
in the forest, and we can follow it perfectly in 
a carriage and see all the sport." 

While we were still standing on the perron 
watching the receding figures as they went 
down the hill, we saw a little black object with 
a white headdress flitting swiftly towards the 
house. As she came nearer to us, I saw that 
it was a Sister of Charity. 

" It is the SoBur Marie," said Madame Olympe, 
going forward to meet her. " The school-chil- 
dren are under her direction, and she is the 
good angel of the neighbouring village. Good- 
morning, my sister. Are you come to see me 
about the school feast, or to tell me of some 
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of your poor people who want help ? Will you 
not eome in and have some breakfast ? " 

'' Oh no, Madame la Comtesse/' said the 
little sister. ^^ I breakfasted long ago ; besides, 
I must not eat such dainty things as you would 
give me in your goodness : my wicked body 
must be mortified, and I must keep a tight 
rein over the sinful appetites of the flesh.*' 

We could hardly help laughing at this speech 
proceeding from the mouth of the poor sister. 
She was a spare, small old creature, mere skin 
and bone, with a pale, childish, toothless face^ 
small brown watery eyes, and a feeble beseech- 
ing voice. Her whole figure had something 
eager, anxious, and imploring in its expression, 
and her quick gait and restless activity, com- 
bined with the flutter of her draperies, and 
a way she had of leaning slightly forward, 
always somehow gave her the appearance of 
flying. 

" Well, but a glass of wine and a little bit of 
cake, my sister — at least that after your long 
walk? Surely that comes under the head of 
necessary sustenance?" 
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" No, no, my dear lady," answered the little 
sister, with childish*eamestnes8 ; " I must wrestle 
with temptation, and overthrow my rebellious 
passions." 

" And why are you not more warmly clad, 
Scenr Marie?" continued Madame Olympe. 
*'The day is treacherous — ^warm in the sun 
and cold in the shade. What have you done 
with the woollen handkerchief I gave you to 
keep those little bones of yours warm 1 " 

*' Oh, Madame la Comtesse must not be 
angry," said the little creature, looking im- 
ploringly up in her face, ^^ but old Nanon has 
had her rheumatism so badly of late, that I 
gave it to her. Madame knows how I value 
her kindness, but the poor Nanon was so 
sujSering, and, for the moment, I really had 
no use for it." 

"That is always the way," said Madame 
Olympe, turning to me ; " she never keeps 
anything for herself. However, I do hope 
that the indiarubber bottle which you brought 
over for me will be of some comfort to her 
during the winter ; perhaps, as that is neither 
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food nor clothing, I may be able to persuade 
her to keep it." 

She then sent for one of those indiarubber 
bags which she had begged me to bring from 
England for her, and when the servant had 
fetched it, she gave it to the old sister, saying, 
''Here, my sister, is something to make you 
comfortable in the winter." 

Soeur Marie took it with overflowing grati- 
tude, but evidently without having the slightest 
idea what was to be done with it, or how it 
was to be made use of. Madame Olympe 
watched her for a minute or two, and then, 
finding that she was too timid and humble to 
make any inquiry, she proceeded to explain 
to her the method of unscrewing it, putting 
in the hot water, and screwing it up again. 
Soeur Marie was in an ecstasy of delight. 

" There ! " said Madame Olympe. " On cold 
winter nights, when it is full of nice hot water, 
and you are in bed, my sister, you see you can 
clap it here— or here— -or here — or just wher- 
ever you please ! '' and she whisked it about all 
over her own body as she spoke, with a droll 
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unconsciousness, and a dear, benevolent, beam- 
ing face, quite unlike any expression I had 
thought her countenance capable of. It was 
charming to see her unbend so completely, and 
become so sweet and tender to the poor flitter- 
ing little nun. 

Presently they went in together, to talk over 
a feast that Madame de Caradec was going to 
give the school-children, and Monsieur Berthier 
and I went strolling slowly round the house. 

It was quite the most enjoyable dwelling I 
ever was in : I believe, from the fact that it 
was entirely devoid of any pretension to archi- 
tectural importance. Wherever a pretty view 
or sunny aspect invited one to sit and look or 
bask, as the case might be, great wide balconies 
had been thrown out, with awnings movable 
at pleasure ; in other places, there were cool 
verandahs, with seats, for those who preferred 
the shade. I expressed my approbation of the 
exterior of the house to Monsieur Berthier. 
Just then a jalousie was thrown vehemently 
open, and Monsieur Kiowski's head appeared 
at the window above us. 
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" You have delicious weather for your little 
walk/' he remarked to me, with great urbanity ; 
then in French to Monsieur Berthier, " I envy 
you, mon cher, you who are able to enjoy your 
holiday in peace/' 

** I think I have some little right to enjoy 
it/' returned the other ; " I have earned it by 
working hard enough, I am sure. I was grind- 
ing away at the wheel until the very last 
moment before I came here." 

'* But at all events," said Monsieur Kiowski, 
" when you have done, you have done. Mon- 
sieur has given his lessons. Monsieur walks. 
Monsieur talks, Monsieur takes his leisure; 
while I, after working like a galley-slave in 
order to get the underpainting of my picture 
done before coming over, have brought with me 
two drawings, which I am absolutely obliged to 
finish by the end of this week, besides any 
quantity of letters which I have always delayed 
answering, from a futile idea that I should find 
time at Mamy - les - Monts for everything I 
wanted to do. What a lovely day it is ! " He 
then again said to me in English, ^* How I 
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should like to come down and bask in the 
sun !^' 

" Why don't you come ? What is it that you 
are doing at the present moment?" I asked 
rather satirically. 

"Writing my letters," he answered, with 
perfect naavet^, leaning his arms upon the 
window-sill and looking out at us. 

" Well," said Monsieur Berthier, as we walked 
on, " and the interior of the house ? You do not 
say what impression that mates upon you." 

" I have been here such an instant of time," 
I answered, " that I hardly dare trust my own 
impressions. How striking little Jeanne is! 
She seems to me like a clasped book : if ever 
I get the clasps open Tm sure that I shall like 
what I shall read ; but she is not easy to know, 
and I should think did not readily attach her- 
self to strangers. However, she is exactly what 
I expected to find her, from all her mother 
had written about her to my mother." 

" And Madame de Caradec," he continued, 
" is she also what you expected to find her ? " 

" No," said I, laughing, " for I was told that 
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she was rather imposing, and I find her posi- 
tively alarming ; and I was told that she had 
heen handsome, and I think her perfectly 
beautiful still — don't you?" 

" I see that you are very impressionable," he 
said, smiling at my enthusiasm ; ^* but of course 
I see her differently who have known her from 
her childhood. Ah! that first youth, how 
beautiful it is ! It has a charm — a mystery — 
so soon lost, and that nothing afterwards, how- 
ever fine, can compensate for! — ^at least, such 
is my opinion. You think her beautiful now : 
then just imagine what she must have been at 
sixteen, when I first knew her. She was a 
famous beauty then, I assure you ! You know 
I was her drawing-master, and I shall never 
forget the day that I gave her her first lesson. 
I went there never yet having seen her, and I 
was perfectly bewildered (I, too, was young then) 
when I beheld this vision of heavenly beauty 
before me ! Madame your mother was sitting 
working in the room at the time. I knew her 
very well — Madame Hope and I were great 
friends." 
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** I have constantly heard mother say so," 
said I, '* and it has been a real delight to me to 
come among the people I have so often heard 
her speak of with affection. But did Madame 
de Caradec always look as proud and sad as 
she does now?" I inquired. 

" No," answered M&nsieur Berthier. " That 
expression came with trouble and with time : 
it dates back to an old story of disappointed 
attachment. Did Madame Hope never mention 
Monsieur Hamilton to you ? " he asked, after a 
slight pause. '' He used to come to the house 
a great deal during the time that she was in 
France. Well, it was for him that Madame 
de Caradec once had a very profound senti- 
ment. He made no sign, however, of any 
corresponding feeling, beyond seeming to ad- 
mire her very much: so much, indeed, that 
everybody was quite surprised that he did not 
come forward and offer to marry her; but he 
did not, and it was then that she first began 
to look proud and hard. She remained single 
— courted, followed, and adored as she was — 
until she was seven-and-twenty ; and then, to 
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the amazement of every one, as you may con- 
ceive, she suddenly chose from among all her 
suitors the old Comte de Caradec, who was at 
least sixty when she accepted him. He was 
a charming old man, and very fond and proud 
of her, and I think she might have been happy, 
or at all events tolerably contented with her 
life, if unluckily at her father's death (which 
took place seven or eight yeaxs after she was 
married) she had not found amongst his papers 
a letter from her old love, declaring his feeling 
for her, and containing a proposal of marriage. 
They had kept it from her — never consulted 
her — never even given her the little comfort 
of knowing that he had really cared for her. 
After this discovery she had a long, dangerous 
illness, through which her poor old husband 
nursed her with the tenderest devotion; but 
though through his care she eventually re- 
covered, everything like happiness was at an 
end, and she became at once and for ever the 
stem, melancholy woman that you see her now." 
"And what became of Colonel Hamilton?'^ 
I inquired eagerly. 
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" Oh, the brilliant colonel went abroad and 
ran away with an Italian prima donna, who 
died soon after, leaving him an only daughter : 
that is the Miss Hamilton who is coming to- 
day, I shall be very glad to see her again — 
I used to see a great deal of her at Florence." 

" What sort of a man was Colonel Hamilton ? " 
said I. " Were you acquainted with him ? " 

" Yes," answered Monsieur Berthier. " He 
passed a considerable portion of his time in 
Paris; but I own he always appeared to me 
to be perfectly uninteresting." 

"Was he handsome?" said I. 

" He was thought so in the fashionable 
world," he replied ; " and I have observed that 
that is a thing which always goes a very long 
way with your sex : they seldom have the 
courage to admire what is not generally ad- 
mired by the women of their acquaintance. I 
confess I thought him rather insignificant- 
looking myself; he used to dress in the most 
exaggerated height of the fashion, and always 
looked as if he had just walked out of the 
Journal des Modes.'' 
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"But,'' said I, "surely there must have 
been something remarkable about him to make 
a woman of that character care for him so 
much. Was he clever in any way, or amus- 
mg? 

" No,'' answered Monsieur Berthier ; " he was 
dull, unoriginal, and commonplace, and I own 
I never myself could understand the attraction 
he had for her." Here he paused and looked 
at the landscape, and then added, with a gentle 
sigh, " Perhaps she had seen him in his 
uniform." 

We were passing once more under Monsieur 
Kiowski's window, and he popped out his head 
again. 

" Have you been as far as the stables, Miss 
Hope?" he inquired. 

I told him that I had not yet, whereupon he 
addressed Monsieur Berthier. 

" Monsieur Berthier, have you seen the 
stables since you have been here this time? 
There is a Virginia creeper already turned 
crimson, growing up the wall, and all over 
the roof, which is too wonderfully beautiful! 
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That crimson against the stone-colour, and the 
red of the leaf upon the red of the tiles, make 
the most divine harmony I ever beheld ! " 

"Will you go and see it?" said Monsieur 
Berthier to me. 

I was beginning to feel rather tired, so I 
declined. 

" I advise you to go and see that, mon cher," 
continued Monsieur Kiowski ; " it is marvel- 
lously fine. There," he said, craning his 
neck out of the window, until I was afraid 
he would fall. "When I stretch out like 
that, I just get a comer of the foliage gleaming 
like rubies against the blue sky." He then 
held up his hand to try the value of the flesh- 
coloured tone against the light, and added to 
me, "What a delicious air, to be sure! un 
venticello che consola ! I really think I must 
come down." 

"Why don't you?" said I, once more. 
"Are you working very hard at the present 
moment ? " 

** H^as!" said he, with a sigh. 

" What at?" asked L 
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'^ At one of my drawings/' he answered quite 
seriously. 

" Do tell me," I inquired of Monsieur Berthier, 
" of what nation Monsieur Kiowski is ? " 

** English," he replied ; " of Polish origin, I 
fancy, but his family is English, and so is he." 

" Is not his French quite wonderful ? " said I. 

"Yes," he answered, "but not more so, I 
believe, than his Italian and German. I have 
heard Germans say they should have taken him 
for a German." 

" Ah ! imagine what happens to me ! " 
screamed Madame Oljrmpe from the house; 
" such a telegram from Lady Blankeney ! " 

She hurried out in fits of laughter, with the 
paper in her hand. It was as follows : — 

"Lady Blankeney, H6tel Bristol, Paris, to 
Madame la Comtesse de Caradec, h, Mamy- 
les-Monts, pr6s Champenay, Gise. Dearest 
Countess — ^in despair — we bring a fiddler — ^too 
dreadfal — so shocked — ^pardon." 

"One of Ursula's queer artist friends evi- 
dently," said Madame Olympe, or Lady Blan- 
keney would not have thought it necessary to 
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apologise : some ill-combed genius that she has 
picked up abroad and brought along with her, 
no doubt. The question is, where on earth I 
am to lodge him ? I haven't a comer to spare ; 
I have been obliged to put Madame Simon, the 
housekeeper, who is ill, into Jeanne's room, in 
order to give her more air, and Jeanne already 
sleeps with me. There would be fiend's room, 
but then he is so uncertain that I never dare 
make use of it — he might get bored in Paris, 
you know," turning to Monsieur Berthier, " and 
come back at any moment. There's no use 
in telegraphing back to say I can't take the 
fiddler in, for they must already have started. 
Monsieur Kiowski only goes away on Wednes- 
day ; what on earth am I to do ? " 

"Dear Madame Olympe," said I, "do pray 
make some use of my room. I see that there 
is a sofa-bed in it ; why shouldn't you put Miss 
Blankeney or Miss Hamilton into my bed and 
let me sleep on that? You know the cabinet 
de toilette aflEbrds every sort of convenience for 
double dressing." 

This was an obvious arrangement to propose. 

f 
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My room was large and cheery, with only the 
bed in it to prevent it from looking like a 
pretty sitting-room, and beyond, opening into 
it, there was another smaller room, with all the 
washing and dressing appurtenances kept com- 
pletely to themselves. 

"You save my life!" said Madame Olympe. 
" Miss Blankeney is frightened to death if she 
is not quite close to her mother; but Ursula 
was to have had the little room next to yours. 
We will stick the fiddler in there, and put 
Ursula up with you, since you are good enough 
to have her. She shall sleep on the sofa, 
though — I won't have you turned out of your 
comfortable bed for any one. And now come 
in, for you are looking quite exhausted, and 
you must put your feet up upon the sofa." 

She took me in, and established me, in spite 
of the feeble remonstrance I ventured to make, 
upon a wonderful sort of gigantic double sofa 
that stood in the drawing-room, midway be- 
tween the fireplace and an oriel window, which 
commanded a lovely view of the river and the 
forest. She arranged the pillows for me, and 
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then went out into the hall and brought back a 
soft shawl, with which she wrapped my feet 
round as tenderly as mother would, looking all 
the while so grand, and stately, and abstracted, 
that I was quite confused, and felt as though I 
were being waited upon by some great queen. 

She went to the piano, opened it, and began 
one of Beethoven's sonatas. She played with a 
good deal of power and feeling, and with an 
evident love of her subject. I listened in en- 
chantment. Monsieur Berthier took a book 
and sat down in a comer, but I saw that he 
was looking from underneath his eyebrows 
much oftener at her than at his book. 

While she was still playing, a carriage drove 
up to the door, and Lady Blankeney was an- 
nounced. I was going to get up from the sofa, 
when Madame Olympe, who had left the piano, 
put me down again with a strong arm, saying 
in an imperative voice, "Don't move! don't 
move I " held me there steadily till the whole 
party had entered the room. First came a 
short thin old lady, fashionably dressed in a 
brown gown and pink bonnet; then a tall 
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woman in a complete trayelling suit of greys^ 
with fair hair and projecting teeth, and then a 
yonng lady with a sallow &ce and large black 
eyes : she was dressed in black, and was closely 
followed by a little pale, miserable-looking 
mortal, muffled from head to foot in a long 
greatcoat, and with a huge comforter rolled 
two or three times round his throat. 

"How dye do^ dear Madame de Oaradec! 
How d'ye do! Here we all are at last! Is 
that the princess?" she said, in a low voice, 
looking at me ; " so delightful to find her still 
here I Fray present me. I shall be so charmed 
to make her acquaintance ! " 

" It isn't the princess," said Madame Olympe 
rather drily; "it's only Miss Hope, my old 
governess's daughter." At which piece of in- 
formation all the smiles vanished in an instant 
from Lady Blankeney's countenance, and she 
looked carefully in another direction. 

"Miss Hamilton," said Madame Olympe, 
going up to the young lady in black, " I am 
glad to see you at Mamy." 

"And I to be here," answered a full con- 
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tralto voice, with a remarkably distinct utter- 
ance. ''This is Monsieur Dessaix," she con- 
tinuedy introducing her friend. ''He has 
come all the way from Germany to see me, 
and if I had not brought him along with me, I 
must have stayed behind myself, so I hope you 
will forgive the liberty I have taken." 

Madame Olympe bowed slightly, and so did 
the little man. He and Miss Hamilton were 
standing close together at the head of the so&, 
and presently I heard him say to her in a low, 
querulous voice — 
. " My angel, I am suffocating ! " 

"Take off your comforter then, you stupid 
old owl," she answered, in a whisper. 

" It will have a much better air if I wait till 
I go upstairs — ^but I am suffocating ! " 

" Then suffocate," she said, and went off into 

a giggle. 

" Do not laugh, I entreat of thee," he con- 
tinued ; thou wilt make me ridiculous before 
all these people. Thy young friend with the 
teeth detests me already ; if she could kill me 
she would. Well! what is going to be done 



A FRENCH COUNTRY-HOUSE 47 

now?" he continued, looking round with a 
discontented air ; "is everybody going away ? 
Ah, pour Tamour de Dieu, ne me laisse pas 
seul avec la morte!" This last was said in 
a sudden agonised whisper, as he saw Miss 
Hamilton preparing to follow the other ladies 
out of the room, but his terror made it quite 
audible, and the " morte " could not help laugh- 
ing too. They then all went out together to 
take a turn in the grounds, and I remained 
lying on my sofa, rather tired, a little puzzled, 
and very much diverted. 

I lay there and thought my thoughts, and 
looked out at the forest, and the river, and the 
sky, and as the time drew on I saw the water ^ 

grow blood-red with the reflection of sunset 
clouds, and the trees grow darker and darker 
in the clear heavens, until at last they stood 
cut out in a thousand delicate and fantastic 
shapes in perfect black against the golden 
evening air. Then all the various hues melted 
and deepened together into one strange pas- 
sionate amber twilight; a magical sound of 
horns playing in concert came dimly up out of 
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lost distances, then a pleasant noise of voices 
and of horses' hoofs coming slowly up the hill, 
and presently Jeanne made her appearance 
followed by Hyacinthe and the lamp, and all 
the dreams vanished away with the bright 
light 

They had had famous sport, and she was in 
high spirits. ** You mustn't let me dawdle and 
chatter too long," she said, as she came and sat 
on a footstool by the side of the sofa, *^ or I shall 
be late for dinner again. The Marquis wanted 
badly to take a walk in the garden, but Maman 
has sent him to his room to get ready, and I 
must be in time too, as we have no Ben^ 
to-day to fall back upon." 

" Are you sorry he is gone ? " said I. 

" I believe so ! " was the emphatic answer. 

" Tell me about him," said I. " What is he 
like ? At all like your uncle Charles ? " 

She laughed. "Oh no! nothing was ever 
more diflferent. Why, Charles is not at all hand- 
some — at least, I suppose people wouldn't think 
him so, though I like his looks. His features 
are not particularly good, I daresay ; but he has 
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a distinguished air for all that, which I care for 
a great deal more. Now about B^ne there 
cannot be two opinions : he is simply mag- 
nificent." 

Her funny little decided manner made me 
smile. '* And what is he besides — amiable and 
kind ? " 

"No," said Jeanne; "he is certainly not 
amiable, and I am not quite sure that he is 
very kind. It is my poor Marquis that is all 
this. He does himself so little justice, and is 
so simple and unpretending, that one has to 
live with him before one finds out all the good- 
ness that he keeps hidden away under a bushel. 
His kindness to the poor is inconceivable, and 
his courtesy of manner to them — I never saw 
any one with such delicate consideration as he 
has for all those who are in an inferior position 
to himself. Then no one is so sincere as he, or 
of such scrupulous niceness in all matters of 
honour ; and as for his tact, it is unequalled, 
and would alone render him easy and agree- 
able to live with. Ben^, at bottom, rather 
looks down upon him. Ben^ is travelled, and 
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learned, and artistic, and interesting — ^above 
all, interesting ; that is the very word for him. 
But he never thinks much about anybody, that 
I can see, except himself; and yet somehow, I 
don't know why, one can't help having a feeling 
of immense respect for him : I suppose, because 
he has always the air of despising one so — it 
gives one immediately a morbid desire after his 
approbation and notice. It is a great thing for 
us to have him come here in the winters ; we 
should fall back into the benighted state of the 
middle ages, and do nothing but kill our hogs 
and eat them, if it were not for him! He 
keeps us all up to the mark. I always read up 
to him when he is coming, and we never dare 
shut an eye of an evening ; and Maman dresses 
herself properly, and puts on no more gowns 
that were made in the year one ; and Charles 
does not make any dirty jokes ; and even the 
cook sends up superhuman dinners when he is 
at Marny ! Do you understand him at all from 
my description ? " 

" I am afraid," I answered, "that what I do 
understand I should not very much like." 
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" Oh, you couldn't help liking him ! " she 
interrupted. " One must feel drawn to him 
when he smiles his little tired smile, and looks 
sadly at one with those charming eyes of his/' 

"Why does he look unhappy?" I inquired; 
" has he had troubles ? " 

'' Oh dear, no ! " said Jeanne ; " he has always 
been very prosperous, Maman says he is sad 
because he has always his own way; but yet 
she, like every one else, gives it to him. The 
Marquis fights, and struggles, and contends, 
and always goes to the wall, repulsed with 
loss; while with Ren^ it is just the reverse — 
he never discusses, and never submits." 

The clock struck half-past seven, and we 
hurried upstairs. I went into my cabinet de 
toilette, which possessed a door giving into the 
corridor, as well as the one opening into the 
bedroom, and dressed for dinner, leaving the 
larger room for Miss Hamilton. I made haste, 
and got down before she did, and was sitting 
in the drawing-room with the others when she 
came in. 

I was perfectly amazed at the transformation 
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that dress and lamplight made in her. I had 
thought her all but plain on her arrival ; now 
she appeared to me one of the most striking- 
looking persons I had ever seen. All the 
positive beauty of the face lay in the upper 
part. Large dark powerful eyes with heavy 
lids, almost always half-closed, gave her a most 
peculiar expression. Her eyelashes were the 
longest and thickest I ever beheld. They 
curled up at the ends, and stood out beyond 
her nose, as one looked at her in profile. Her 
eyebrows were coal-black and perfectly straight, 
and lay like a bar across her broad pale forehead, 
on which great masses of crisp black hair grew 
very low. She had a small, delicately shaped 
nose, with sensitive nostrils ; her upper lip was 
too long, and her mouth, which was thin, had 
a perpetual sarcastic motion, which was strange, 
and not agreeable, in one so young. Her com- 
plexion was bad, and she had little or no 
colour ; but the skin, which looked yellow and 
dingy in the morning, became a sort of wonder- 
ful cream-colour by candle-light. Her figure 
was perfectly magnificent, and there was a 
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picturesqueness in all her moyements which 
made it a delight to be in the room with her. 
I suppose I should have thought her tall in 
any other house, for she told me that she was 
five foot seven ; but Madame Olympe was five 
foot ten, and anyhow no one had a chance of 
looking tall where she was. 

The dinner went off well, and was ex- 
tremely amusing. There had been a slight 
difficulty about the order of our going in. 
Of course Monsieur Charles had to take in 
Lady Blankene^; Madame Olympe then said, 
"Where is Monsieur Dessaix? He was here 
not a minute ago.'' 

Monsieur Dessaix looked about forty; he 
was at all events considerably older than 
Monsieur Kiowski. He therefore was to have 
been Miss Blankeney's partner; but just at the 
moment that he was called for by Madame 
Olympe, I saw him stoop down and hide 
behind a large armchair, from which place of 
refuge, as soon as he saw Monsieur Kiowski 
invested with his honours and conveying the 
fair Maria safely in to dinner, he emerged, and 
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quietly offered his arm to Ursula. Jeanne and 
I went in together, leaving Monsieur Berthier 
for Madame Olympe. Fortunately her head 
had been turned the other way, and I don't 
think any one but Miss Hamilton and I were 
the wiser for the mancBuvre which had just 
been performed. 

'' Dost thou find me changed since thou 
sawest me last?" said Monsieur Dessaix to 
Miss Hamilton, with a melancholy air. 

The table was round and the party small, so 
that every one was more or less within earshot 
of all that passed. I saw the sharp look 
of amazed disapprobation which came oyer 
Madame Oljrmpe's face as, for the first time, 
the thee and thou which had surprised me 
attracted her attention. I saw that she was 
riveted — evidently for a moment thinking that 
she must have heard amiss; but the answer 
did not keep us long waiting— it came ringing 
out distinctly in Miss Hamilton's grave tones : — 

" What change dost thou expect me to find 
in thee, Jacques 1 Thy hair has not turned 
white in five weeks' time." 
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" No," said he ; " but it has fidlen off dread- 
fully during those five weeks. Dost thou see 
how bald I am becoming?" 

"I have observed," said Monsieur Berthier 
to me, ''that men become bald much more 
frequently than women. One can hardly enter 
a room where there are a few persons assembled, 
without seeing some man with a bald head. If 
you look round the table here, you will see that 
out of the four male heads present there are 
three already bald : Monsieur Charles, Monsieur 
Dessaix, and myself. Of course there must be 
some reason for a fact which there is no dis- 
puting, and I have always attributed it to the 
work of thought which goes continually on in 
the brain of man/' 

" Ah, my old enemy ! " cried Ursula, from 
the other sid^ of the table. " We don't think, 
don't we ? " 

" No, I do not quite say that," he answered, 
laughing gently ; " but you will allow that 
women's thoughts are generally occupied with 
less weighty considerations ; much of the child's 
nature enters into the composition of woman. 
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And note well that this is no accusation ; on 
the contrary, it is one of your greatest charms 
in my opinion, and it is that quality which 
gives you the power of relaxing and reposing 
the mind of man when it is weary with solving 
the serious problems of life." 

" Belle vocation ! " said she, and down went 
the comers of her mouth. " As for the prob- 
lems of life, not to me, nor to you either, will 
it be given to solve them, my dear Berthier." 

"Monsieur Dessaix, what will you eat?" 
asked Madame Olympe, seeing that his plate 
was empty. 

" Some of that little corpse, if you please, 
Madame la Comtesse," he answered feebly, 
pointing to a fowl that looked very white in 
the middle of brown gravy. 

Jeanne gave one wild, compressed look at 
Monsieur Charles, hastily seized some water, 
and exploded in her glass with a tremendous 
noise. 

" I am not laughing — I am not laughing — I 
am not laughing," said Madame Olympe, with 
menacing sternness. 
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" I perceive," said I, turning to Monsieur 
Berthier, "that you think us greatly inferior 
to men," 

"Don't talk to him, Miss Hope," said 
Ursula; "he has the worst opinion of us. 
Oh, I know him of old ! " 

"I assure you this is not so," he replied, 
with gentle slowness. " I think very highly of 
certain qualities which you possess, and I even 
find great charm in your society; but I must 
own that in the matter of the intellect, I cannot 
help observing that Heaven has gifted men in 
a manner which has been denied to your sex. 
What woman has ever brought to perfection 
any serious work? Come, let us see — let us 
compare. It is only by comparing that one 
can arrive at the truth. Let us see: what 
woman has ever written a great poem — a 
Faust^ for instance?" 

The only woman's poem important in form 
that I ever read was Aurora Leigh ; but I was 
sure that if any one at table knew it, it would 
be only Monsieur Berthier, and that he would 
of course immediately launch either Milton 
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or Shakespeare at my head, so I held my 
tongue. 

''At all events there is one great woman 
writer at the present moment in France/' said 
Monsieur Dessaix; "what do you say to 
Georges Sand? She may not be a writer of 
poems, but a great poet she undoubtedly is, 
although her works are in prose." 

As he spoke, I saw — did I see? — ^yes — ^with 
my own eyes — I saw him stick his fork into a 
little piece of fried bread which was upon Miss 
Hamilton's plate, and transfer it to his own; 
there were several bits, and one by one he took 
them alL She only laughed, and abused him 
playfully. I looked anxiously towards Madame 
Olympe — she coloured deeply and appeared 
greatly shocked and displeased. 

''Nevertheless, I hold by my position," said 
Monsieur Berthier, with insistive mildness. 
" What woman has written, or ever will write, a 
Faust — ^a Hamlet? What woman has ever 
painted a fine picture ? What woman has ever 
composed a great opera ? Even as executants 
they are surpassed by men." 
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"I deny it," said Ursula vehemently. "If 
you have had your Talma and your Bubini, we 
have had our Siddons and our I^sta, and our 
Malibran, and we still have our Pauline Viardot!'' 

"Even in pianoforte playing," continued 
Monsieur Berthier, smiling, " what woman ever 
played like Liszt, for instance ? " 

" Oh ! " cried Miss Hamilton, "if it is to be 
a question of physical strength, of course I give 
in!" 

" Not at all — ^not at all," persisted Monsieur 
Berthier; "but what woman ever approached 
on the piano the delicacy and the sentiment of 
Chopin's playing ? " 

" Ah, who indeed ! " said Monsieur Dessaix, 
who had known and loved him. " What was it 
like ? When one seeks a similitude for it, one 
thinks involuntarily of things delicious and 
evanescent in nature — ^the shadow of the flight 
of a bird — ^the tremulous flicker of leaves over 
a bit of sunny ground — and so human too ! it 
was the very embodiment of reverie: nothing 
was ever in the least like it ! " 

" You see," said Monsieur Berthier, laughing 
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gently, ** that eyen in things which only require 
tenderness and delicacy, in which one would 
naturally imagine that the superiority would lie 
with you sex " 

" And so it does ! " cried Ursula. " You are 
below your subject, or you would be aware 
that the two functions which most nearly affect 
the happiness of the human race are confided 
solely to the sensitive epiderme and the un- 
equalled delicacy of touch of women — the 
rolling of your tobacco and your tea-leaves ! " 

The dinner wound up with an ugly ceremony 
enough: they all rinsed their mouths and 
gargled their throats, and spat into their finger- 
glasses, with as much energy as if they had 
been cleaning their teeth in their own bed- 
rooms. Lady Blankeney and her daughter 
alone, like women of principle, only just wet 
the tips of their fingers, after the English 
fashion. Miss Hamilton was much more like 
a foreigner than an Englishwoman in all her 
ways ; as for me, I have no strength of mind, 
and so, though I thought it rather nasty, I did 
as Some did ; after which we returned to the 
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drawing-room in the same order in which we 
had left it 

"Well, my dear Countess," said Lady Blan- 
keney, blandly smiling, " and what do you think 
of our two geniuses ? " 

*^ Geniuses ! " said Madame Olympe, looking 
like thunder. " I don't know what their morals 
may be, but I never saw such bad manners in 
all my days." 

I glanced round in great anxiety, for Madame 
Olympe's indignation had hardly confined itself 
to a whisper : most fortunately both Ursula and 
Monsieur Dessaix had left the room. 

"Oh dear! no, really ! I am so grieved ! " said 
Lady Blankeney, in a nervous flutter. " I know 
our dear Ursula is rather peculiar. I always 
think geniuses are a little peculiar ; but, dear 
me, I am so sorry! But was there anything 
very — ^very — eh ? " 

" I never beheld such ill-bred familiarity in all 
my life ! " said Madame Olympe. 

"He calls her thou — four, five, six," said 
Miss Maria, who had taken some tapestry-work 
out of a bag and was counting her stitches. 
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''He ate out of her plate/' cried Madame 
Olympe. " It is disgasting ! " 

"Thirteen, fourteen, fifteen — she took his 
bread/' said Miss Maria, with a spiteful smile. 

'' Pray has this sort of thing been going on 
all the time ? " asked Madame Olympe, turning 
severely upon Lady Blankeney. 

''Oh dear, no!" stuttered Lady Blankeney, 
scared to death. " No — I rather think not — I 
should not exactly say so/' 

" He kissed her when he came — twenty-four," 
said Maria. 

" Kissed her ! " shouted Madame Olympe. 

"Oh, good gracious me, Maria!" exclaimed 
poor Lady Blankeney. " Why, never ! I really 
think there must be some little mistake here/' 

" Twenty-eight — I saw him do it," said Maria, 
with a quiet giggle. 

While I was lying on the sofa, listening with 
regret to the storm of opinion that was setting 
in against Miss Hamilton — for whom, in spite 
of her strange ways, I could not help feeling 
the strongest attraction — I heard her and 
Monsieur Dessaix tranquilly pacing up and 
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down together before the house. Suddenly 
Jeanne, who was at the window, shut it down 
very quickly and softly, and coming up to me 
said, in a low voice : ^* My heavens, she is 
smoking! We must prevent Maman from 
looking out." 

" Dearest Madame Olympe," I said — arresting 
her progress just as by some odd instinct she 
was crossing the room and making straight for 
the window — "would it be too much to ask 
you for the little cushion which is lying in the 
chair close by you?" She brought it, and 
arranged it tenderly under my head. I then 
took her hand, holding it fast while I spoke to 
her, until in a fit of absence she quite forgot 
her original purpose, and subsided gradually 
into a seat beside me, where I kept her talking 
about mother, until at last the danger was over 
and I saw Ursula and her friend reappear. 

The beginning of the evening did not go off 
comfortably. None of the component parts of 
our little society seemed to amalgamate; they 
all fell asunder in a helpless, hopeless sort of 
way. Monsieur Charles went fast asleep in one 
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of the large armchairs. Miss Maria worked 
on, never opening her lips except to count her 
stitches. Monsieur Kiowski and Monsieur 
Berthier were at the other end of the room, 
looking over some valuable prints. Monsieur 
Jacques made an attempt to speak to Lady 
Blankeney, but she withdrew from him with 
an extremely o£fended air, and went and sat 
by the chimney, where she dribbled away in 
never-ending inanity about Lady This and Sir 
Somebody Something to Madame Olympe, who 
was standing before the fire with her gown well 
tucked up in front, rocking herself backwards 
and forwards in displeased abstraction. Both 
Ursula and Monsieur Jacques seemed rather 
isolated and neglected. I do not know whether 
she perceived it, but he certainly did. Pre- 
sently she came and placed herself at the table 
which stood before my sofa. 

" Are you obliged always to lie down ? " said 
she. " Can you occupy yourself in that position? 
Do you ever play at games ? Will you play a 
game of chess with me ? " 

The chess-board was on the table before us, 
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so we opened it, and began a game. After we 
had been playing some time, Monsieur Dessaix, 
having, no one to speak to, came and sat down 
by us. 

" Ursula/' said he, in a low voice, ** dost thou 
think I have made an agreeable impression 
upon thy friends?*' 

" I daresay you have. Why shouldn't you ? " 
she answered. " It is your move, Miss Hope." 

"Thou art mistaken, my darling. They 
detest me — thy new friends, I mean : thy great 
countess who warms herself so majestically at 
the fire there ; Lady Blankeney, too, has begun 
to hate me." 

" Check ! " said I. 

"Thou art brimftil of fancies," said Miss 
Hamilton. "Why on earth should she hate 
thee ? " 

" Didst thou not see how she moved to the 
other side of the room just now ? " he replied. 
" That was to avoid me." 

I, who had seen her do it, and heard the con- 
versation which had preceded this performance 
of hers, knew very well that it was no fancy of 

E 
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his, but that she had simply gone over to the 
enemy and made up her mind to repudiate him 
from the moment that she discovered that he 
was not a success. 

" Dost thou mean to sing to-night ? " he con- 
tinued, in his usual little level tone of discon- 
tent. "Do not do it; it always has a much 
better air to refuse the first evening." 

" Check ! " said I again. " No, you can't 
move there — that is in check to the knight" 

"Dost thou believe that they will ask me to 
play ? It would be indecent of them to do it 
after my journey — wouldn't it? I shall refuse ; 
they are so insolent, these aristocrats? Thou 
dost not know them as I know them," said 
Monsieur Jacques. 

" There, Jacques, you have made me lose my 
castle ! " cried Miss Hamilton. 

"I will be silent, since I bore thee," he said, 
and he took up a book and pretended to read. 
Presently, however, he looked at her over the 
top of it very mournfully, and began again : — 

"My Ursula! Is it possible that I bore 
thee ? " 
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" Check," said L " No, you cannot go there 
on account of the white bishop." 

"That I bore thee!" he ejaculated, with 
his melancholy little dark eyes fixed upon 
her. 

" Oh, Jacques, do hold your tongue ! " 

'* I'm afraid it's checkmate," said I. 

" And that's your fault I " she cried, laughing, 
and gave him a box on the ear. 

I looked round in an agony. Luckily no one 
was turned our way, and nobody saw it, except 
little Jeanne, who was sitting by my side ; she 
screwed up her mouth very tight, and opened 
her eyes very wide, but I knew she was safe, 
and would tell no tales. 

" Mademoiselle Ursula, are you too tired 
to sing at all this evening?" said Monsieur 
Berthier. **It is some years since I have had 
the pleasure of hearing you, but I have not 
forgotten those beautiful chest notes ; you 
have, no doubt, made great progress since that 
time. You were only just beginning to learn 
then, you know." 

'' Do not sing, I entreat of thee," murmured 
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Monsieur Jacques in her ear; "it is better 
genre not to sing the night that one arrives." 

"Oh, do not prevent her from doing what 
would make us all so happy," said I ; ** that is," 
turning to her, "if you really are not too 
tired." 

"No, indeed," she replied. "I should like 
to sing to you, if Madame de Caradec does not 
object to our using the piano." 

Madame Olympe rose from her seat sullenly, 
without a word, and went and opened the 
instrument ; after which she proceeded to light 
two small lamps. Monsieur Kiowski was 
anxious to be of use to her, and fidgeted round 
her with a lucifer match, which he had rushed 
to get from the hall ; but she ignored him com- 
pletely; steadily, in the face of his match, lit 
her lamps at a private bit of paper of her own, 
which was an hour taking fire, and nearly 
walked over him as she stalked up to the 
piano and placed them upon the desk. 

Ursula then sat down and sang the famous 
air of " Lascia ch'io pianga," with such breadth 
and pathos, and such a glorious contralto voice, 
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that we were all thrown into a state of the 
greatest commotion — all except Miss Blan- 
keney. I looked at her, and I could see her 
lips forming Four, five, six to herself. " Brava ! 
brava ! e mille volte brava ! mi consolo tanto ! " 
shouted Monsieur Kiowski, who had drawn an 
armchair exactly opposite to her when she 
began, into which he had thrown himself rather 
protectingly and with the air of a connoisseur, 
and who now jumped up from it with all the 
real enthusiasm of an artist. As for me, my 
nerves were in a very shaky condition, and I 
had never heard anything half so beautiful, and 
I began to cry. She was going to get up, when 
Madame Olympe, who was standing behind her, 
put her hands upon her shoulders, and saying with' 
emotion, " Oh ! how grand it is ! Some more, 
some more ! " pressed her down into her seat. 
She sang for us until she was quite tired — 
whatever she knew by heart, for her music had 
not yet been unpacked, and as soon as she had 
done one thing there was a cry for another. 
At last Madame Olympe took her hands, and 
saying in a penetrating voice, "Oh! how you 
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sing! how happy you are to be able to give 
such deep happiness to others ! " embraced her. 
" And your friend Monsieur Dessaix," she con- 
tinued, turning to him courteously — ^for the 
music had melted away all her wrath — "he 
plays the violin, I believe ? Will he not play us 
something ? " 

'* Madame la Gomtesse," he said, getting upon 
his feet, and assuming an air of sickly solemnity, 
which was nearly the death of Jeanne, " I trust 
that you will deign to dispense with my com- 
pliance this evening. My health is delicate — I 
suffer incredibly from my nerves — genius must 
wear its crown of thorns." Here he smiled 
with idiotic fatuity, and danced about upon 
his legs. " To-morrow, yes, to-morrow, I shall 
be most happy ! " and then he clicked his heels 
together and bowed, quite convinced that he 
had done the thing in the most perfect manner 
imaginable. Madame Olympe returned to Miss 
Hamilton, and putting her arm kindly round 
her, said — 

" But some one else must do something. She 
must have some rest, or we shall kill her ! " 
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" Oh, I will play," said I ; and I went and 
played some of Heller and Schumann's smaller 
pieces. We then made Monsieur Kiowski sing. 
This was not easy of achievement. First of 
all he said that he really never sang at all; 
then that he was shockingly out of practice, 
then that he knew nothing by heart, then that 
he had a bad cold, and had completely lost his 
voice ; after which he was made to confess that 
he had brought his music with him, and was 
despatched upstairs to fetch it. I undertook to 
try and accompany him, and he sang several of 
Gordigiani's songs quite charmingly, with a 
sweet little impertinent tenor voice, great sen- 
timent, and the most perfect Italian accent. 
These Florentine airs led to a comparison 
between the Tuscan and Neapolitan melodies, 
and then Ursula sat down again to the piano, 
and gave a number of examples of the latter 
with infinite fun and spirit. Our evening had 
become brilliant under the influence of her 
brilliant gift; and all the clouds were swept 
clean away from Madame Olympe's noble face, 
which was radiant with pleasure. 
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At last Miss Hamilton got up, and we went 
together to the table where Monsieur Jacques 
was sitting building card-houses in solitary 
grandeur. 

''Thou hast sung like an angel," he said, 
"but thou singest too much. One day thou 
wilt die with thy mouth open. Why did 
nobody ask me to play ? I suppose they did 
not wish to hear me ; but it would have been 
more civil at any rate, I think, to ask me." 

"But, my dear Jacques, you were asked," 
answered Miss Hamilton, "and you refused. 
I heard you with my own ears refuse. Why, 
before there was any question at all of music, 
you declared your positive intention of not 
playing." 

" Certainly I did," he said, " nothing should 
have induced me to play ; but still if they had 
wished very much to hear me, they could have 
asked me a second time. It might have been 
very bad, but it might have been very good — 
how could they tell ? Thou thinkest that I am 
vain, and feeble, and peevish ? Ah, how well 
thou knowest me! Thou, who art so strong. 
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must often despise me at the bottom of thy 
heart ? Confess that thou dost ! Thou needest 
say nothing! I see it in thy nose. What a 
nose thou hast, my Ursula ! It is always going, 
going, going ; it is like a rabbit's. Why didst 
thou sing nothing of mine this evening ? Dost 
thou not like my music ? Dost thou not believe 
in my talent any more ? " 

^'The accompaniments of thy songs are too 
difficult," said Ursula, "and I do not know 
them by heart." 

"I know them by heart," said Monsieur 
Jacques, "and I could have played them if I 
had been asked." 

Luckily, Lady Blankeney and Madame 
Olympe rose at this moment, and an end was 
put to his complaints. 

Nothing could be more amiable and pretty 
than Miss Hamilton's manner when she found 
that we were to share the same room. "And I 
will call you Bessie and you must call me Ur- 
sula for ever afterwards," she said, as she kissed 
me and wished me good-night. 

We had been in bed about an hour when I 
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was awakened by the noise of a knocking at 
the wall against which Miss Hamilton's bed 
was placed ; and, presently, Monsieur Dessaix's 
voice came through the thin partition quite 
distinctly. 

" Ursula, art thou asleep ? " it said, in a low 
tone. 

" Yes, I am," she answered, sitting bolt up- 
right in her bed. " What dost thou want ? " 

" O Ursula ! " moaned the voice from the 
next room, **thou sleepest, but I cannot close 
my eyes ! " 

" Why, what's the matter ? what's amiss ? " 

"Dearest Ursula," it went wailing on, "there 
is a dreadful smell in my room. Oh, it is such 
a smell ! That is why I cannot sleep. Good- 
night, my angel ! " 

" Good-night, my good Jacques," she answered 
gently. 

I heard her lie down, and we were both 
nearly asleep again — at least I certainly was 
— when the tapping recommenced at the head 
of Ursula's bed, and woke me once more. 

" Oh, my Ursula ! Dost thou sleep ? " 
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She started up in bed. "Oh, what is it, 
Jacques ? Do for Heaven's sake try to rest ! " 

"My darling," said the mournful creature 
from the other side, " I can't think what it can 
be. ... O Ursula, it is such a smell ! I do 
so wish thou couldst smell it ! . . . Good-night, 
my angel ! ^ 

"Good-night — good-night," she answered. 
" Be quiet and try to forget it." 

We once more closed our eyes, but we might 
have spared ourselves the trouble^ for in about 
ten minutes a series of hurried and exultant 
thumps were executed upon the partition. 

"Dearest!" his little cracked voice uttered 
in jubilant accents, " I have found them ! . . . 
They are apples ! . . . They are in a little cup- 
board under my bed! . . . Good-night, my 
Ursula ! good-night ! " 

The stable clock struck one as he spoke, and 
after that he allowed us to repose in peace 
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The next morning Ursula and I had a long talk 
together about Monsieur Jacques. She told me 
that she had known him ever since she was 
sixteen years old, and that he was established 
in Florence when she and her father were living 
there ; and then she said, in a sort of natural 
way which went to my heart — 

" He had nobody, and I had nobody, and so 
we drew together." 

" But Colonel Hamilton was with you then, 
wasn't he ? " said I. 

"Oh yes," she answered; "but papa never 
cared at all about the things I cared for, and 
then I usedn't to see much of him — I never 
was much with him — ^but I loved him dearly 
for all that" — ^and her eyes filled with tears. 
" At first I was too young to go into the world, 
and then Jacques used often to come and spend 

the evening with me because it was so lonely 
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when papa was away dining out or at the 
theatre." 

"And used you to be left quite entirely 
alone ? " said I. " Had you no woman in 
the house to look after you?" 

"Oh, I had the Meneghina, our old Italian 
maid," she replied, "She generally used to 
bring in her work and sit with us. When I 
was eighteen, I thought that, perhaps, papa 
would then take me out with him, but I think 
he liked best going out by himself; it left him 
so much more free and independent. I suppose 
that was the reason why he never introduced 
me to any of his friends, or took me to the 
houses of the people that he knew." 

"Then did you never go out at all?" said I. 

" Oh yes, I went out a little, but into quite 
a different set from papa's, I went to Giam- 
battista's parties — Giambattista Giacomelli was 
my singing-master. Such a dear old fellow! 
and he had delightful musical parties every 
Sunday, to which papa allowed me to go." 

"Well," said I, "but did you go to these 
parties alone ? " 
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than the state of things between Ursula and her 
friend. At first I supposed it must be foreign ; 
it was, however, evidently not so much foreign as 
individual, for it excited far greater indignation 
in Madame Ol3nmpe's mind than it did in mine. 
I had certainly never seen any manners in the 
slightest degree resembling theirs ; but after the 
movement of surprise which they created in me 
at first, I soon got accustomed to them, and 
the whole relation had a side so touching and 
pretty, that, notwithstanding its somewhat un- 
usual manifestations, I began by accepting, and 
ended by sympathising with it. Ursula's strength 
and decision were like health to the little morbid 
mortal who looked up to her as morally far 
superior to himself, and his devotion and know- 
ledge of the world were everything to so young 
a woman, whose impulsiveness, combined with 
her extreme simplicity of character, tended to put 
her greatly in the power of designing people. In 
spite of the weakness of his nature, the singleness 
of his desire after her welfare invested him in some 
sort with the authority of a father or a brother. 
The change of air and of surroundings had 
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already done me so much good, that on the 
Wednesday morning I was actually able to take 
a little walk with Margery before breakfast. The 
park is not very large, but there are charming 
walks all round it : not shrubbery, but regular 
woodland paths; it being, in point of fact, 
simply a bit of the forest enclosed. The weather 
was quite heavenly, and the purity and elasticity 
of the air something enchanting ; one felt all the 
time as if one were drinking vivifying draughts 
of some electric water. The soil is sandy, drying 
directly after the heaviest rain, and the air is of 
the light, exhilarating quality which always goes 
with that particular kind of soil. Poor Margery 
asked me anxiously when I meant to go home, 
and was greatly relieved when she found that I 
did not mean to exceed the limit I had originally 
fixed to my visit. She was comfortable enough, 
she said, but they were an unsociable set, and 
did not live in the least like English servants. 
At about eight in the morning every one went 
down, took a little bowl from a shelf on the wall, 
got it filled with caf4 au lait^ and drank it with 
a little bit of bread-and-butter, standing. There 
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was nothing like a breakfast-table, and nobody 
thought of sitting down. They then all dis- 
persed, and did not meet again until after our 
(MjeHner d la fourchette at about twelve, when 
they had their second breakfast. This was 
devoured in all haste, after which they again 
separated. There was nothing like a servants' 
haU, as in our great houses, and no assembling 
in the kitchen as in our small ones. The men- 
servants remained by themselves, and the women 
sat entirely in their own rooms. Excellent rooms 
they were, Margery told me ; large, airy, with 
every comfort, and a look of prettiness and 
elegance that was quite unknown with us. 
Supper, which took place after our late dinner, 
brought them together again, but only for the 
purpose of eating — which ceremony, like the 
previous one, was got over as speedily as 
possible. 

At breakfast we had Monsieur le Cur^, from 
Mamy — a stalwart, weather-beaten-looking man, 
with a demure, rather sly, but not bad counte- 
nance. He sat between Madame Olympe and 
myself, and was putting her au courant of the 
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aflfairs of the village. They did not appear to 
be in a very flourishing condition, as far as 
morality was concerned, for he continually 
began accounts of proceedings which, after 
the three first suggestive words, had to be 
imparted in a whisper, to the great annoyance 
of poor Madame Olympe, who nevertheless 
could not help laughing at the absurdity of 
the thing. The cur^ would begin : " Madame 
la Comtesse has doubtless heard about Th^r^se 
Pichon? Is she aware that only three nights 
ago • . .?" and then a long whisper. I en- 
deavoured immediately to begin a little subject 
with Monsieur Kiowski ; but I saw, by his 
absence of all rejoinder, and the frightful va- 
cancy of the eye he riveted upon me, that he 
was straining every nerve to catch the luckless 
Th6r6se's little adventure. A minute afterwards 
it would be, with great gravity, " Has Madame 
la Comtesse been told that Auguste Leroy is 
going to leave the village? It appears that 
on Wednesday last one of the keepers going 
his rounds in the forest at midnight, found 
him. . . ." Then another whisper, and at the 
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end, " His brother says that after that he will 
keep him no more. Dame! It is the third 
time that it happens ! " At last there came 
a story, in which " la Malheureuse " played a 
great part, and was repeated with strong repro- 
batory emphasis. This story was a very long 
one, and presently reached such an appalling 
crisis that even poor Madame Olympe, who was, 
as one may say, '^to the manner bom,'' could 
stand it no longer, but calling out, ^' The boat ! 
the boat!" hastily jumped up from table and 
ran to the window. 

** The boat ! where's the boat? let me see the 
boat ! " cried Monsieur Kiowski, throwing him- 
self impetuously into the spirit of the thing 
and nearly overturning the table in the wild 
excitement with which he tore to the window. 
It was only the boat which comes down the 
river every morning regularly. To-day it ap- 
peared in the very nick of time, and deserved 
extra notice ; but I observed that whenever it 
appeared it always created a slight agitation. I 
suppose that the general monotony of their 
lives ended with making little events become 
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important in their eyes. When it had passed 
out of sight they returned to the table. 

I do not think that in the whole course of 
my life I ever beheld any human creature 
devour as Monsieur le Cur^ did : he ate largely 
of soup, of both the hot dishes and of the three 
cold ones, besides the salad and other vege- 
tables—which, although always handed round 
separately (and not, as we do in England, taken 
as an accompaniment to the meat), appeared to 
be thrown in, as it were, and quite to go for 
nothing. He then, in addition to his wine-and- 
water, had a tremendous jorum of caf4 au lait, 
and topped it all up with two gigantic tumblers 
of ale and the fatal pastrycake and honey that 
I have before alluded to. His face, always 
scarlet, had become gradually purple under this 
trying process, and I expected every moment 
that he would have some dreadful seizure or 
other. Madame Olympe told me that it was 
almost as if he laid in his week's provision of 
good substantial food when he came up to 
breakfast at the chateau ; that he was miserably 
poor, and a most excellent creature, half-starving 



86 A WEEK IN 

him&elf in order to be able to giTe» out of his 
wretched pittance* some assistance to his still 
needier neighbours. The cur^ is an entirely 
different being from our country clei^yman : 
very hard-working and exemplary, but in quite 
a different way, and altogether simpler and 
more homely. It is not at all an uncommon 
thing abroad to see the curd thinking nothing 
whatever of assisting in manual labour, but 
working in the field with his neighbours, and 
helping them to get in their hay. In one 
respect, a good sense is shown in Catholic 
countries, which might be imitated in the 
Church of England with infinite advantage: 
their clergymen are by no means necessarily 
preachers. The functions are divided : he who 
has the gift of an eloquent tongue speaks to 
the souls of his parishioners through their ears, 
and he who has it not labours in the vineyard 
of the Lord silently. 

Madame Olympe was much troubled this 
morning about her poor housekeeper, who 
during the night had become a great deal 
worse. The illness had assumed a very grave 
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character, and before breakfast she had been 
removed to the village, and put under the care 
of the good Soeur Marie and of a regular nurse. 
Monsieur le Cur^ had brought satisfactory news 
of her safe arrival at Mamy, and told us that 
on the whole she had borne her little journey 
fairly well. 

After breakfast Monsieur Kiowski brought 
down his portfolios, and we passed a delightful 
two hours looking over his drawings, and some 
beautiful photographs which he had brought 
from Italy. Nothing was ever more kind and 
amiable than he was : bringing them all to the 
sofa for me, and improvising a sort of desk with 
the pillow, so that I could see them without 
tiring either my head or my hands. " That is 
St. Peter's," said he, a little unnecessarily ; "the 
largest and most important church of Rome. 
It is in St. Peter^s that all the ceremonies of 
the Holy Week take place, and from it that the 
world-famous benediction is given. That is the 
Colosseum ; formerly it was the arena in which 
the combats of the gladiators were witnessed ; 
now it serves the purpose of a church, where 
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people come to hear preaching, and to pray at 
little stations which have been erected in it." 

I was amazed at the delicacy and beauty of 
his drawings ; Monsieur Berthier, too, was 
charmed with them. " The fineness of touch 
is quite incredible ! " he said several times with 
enthusiasm ; and indeed in some of the draw- 
ings it was really impossible to see where the 
strokes were by which the enchanting result 
was arrived at. Mothers and children seemed 
to be favourite subjects with him ; his book was 
filled with children in every sort of position : 
his babies are perfect — so unconscious, and all 
the little lovely melting bits — the round of the 
temple and cheek, the little soft way in which 
the head sits on the neck of a baby — felt with 
a maternal tenderness that seemed quite extra- 
ordinary in a young man. Presently I came, 
among the drawings, upon a lovely sketch of 
the river and forest taken from the chateau. I 
exclaimed when I recognised it, and in the 
kindest and most charming way he immediately 
entreated me to accept it. I felt dreadfully 
ashamed at having so valuable a present made 
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me, but it was so pretty and so delightful a 
souvenir of my visit, that I could not bring 
myself to refuse it ; and all the less that I 
saw by his manner that it would be a real 
pleasure to him to give it to me. Ursula 
Hamilton was in ecstasies over all the draw- 
ings, but most especially about a coloured 
sketch of the picture Monsieur Kiowski was 
now engaged upon. The subject was the death 
of Titian : it was wonderfully harmonious and 
full of character. There was one head^ — ^that 
of a pupil of Titian's — a soft, young, dark 
Italian face, that was full of sentiment; and 
there were two women — one in pale crocus- 
coloured draperies, with a tiger-lily in her 
hand, and another in a sort of gold and brown 
brocade, with her back turned and her head 
thrown over her shoulder — that were quite 
magnificent. 

"How I do wish I could paint!" said 
Ursula. 

"Why don't you?" said Monsieur Kiowski. 
**If I were not going to-night I would teach 
you. With Miss Hamilton's feeling for art, 
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she would soon learn — ^wouldn't she, Monsieur 
Berthier?" 

" In water-colours," said Monsieur Berthier. 

"Why not in oils?" asked Ursula impetu- 
ously. " Ah, I see ! " she added, " la femme 
— la femme — et toujours la femme ! " and she 
came and sat down impatiently by my sofa. 
" I do get so sick of the way he always goes 
maundering on about the inferiority of women ! 
I am sure you don't agree with him — you don't 
believe him, do you ? " 

" I think we are different creatures," said I, 
"but I do not see that difference necessarily 
implies inferiority ; as we are inferior to them 
in certain faculties of the mind which they 
possess ^" 

"Yes," she interrupted, "the heavy, slow, 
tiresome ones " 

" So," continued I, laughing, " I also think 
that they are inferior to us in other mental 
qualities which belong entirely, or, at all 
events, in a much higher degree of perfection, 
to us. Moreover, I believe that these very 
differences were beneficently bestowed upon us. 
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^not to doubtfol disputations/ but that man 
might strengthen the spirit of woman in the 
bearing of her burdens, and that woman might 
lighten the heart of man in the carrying of his 
— ^that each might be, in their very unlike- 
ness, a comfort, a joy, and a completion to the 
other." 

**At all events you are fair," said Ursula. 
**You meet one half-way, but I felt inclined 
to hurl things at him yesterday at dinner when 
he went pottering on with his Faust and his 
Hamlet, and his Hamlet and his Faust. Who 
ever said that metaphysics, abstract specula- 
tion (the least useful of all things, by the way), 
were the forte of women ? But it is a perfectly 
diflferent matter with the passions — ^they belong 
to us every bit as much as to men, and I don't 
see why we shouldn't be able to delineate them 
quite as well. It's all very well to talk — ^but 
what sort of intellectual nourishment do women 
get? What is called their education consists 
for the most part of nothing but a series of 
abridgments, filtered through miserable smat- 
terers. Let a woman just for once have the 
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mental training that almost every man gets, and 
then we shall see ^" 

"Whether she will write a Hamlet?** said 
I, smiling. 

" Well, perhaps she may not be able to write 
a Hamlet^ but I can't for the life of me see why 
she shouldn't write an ^^ You Like It.** 

" As You Like It ! " I echoed, in utter amaze- 
ment. 

" Yes — As You Like It — why not ? That is 
not powerful : it is not even passionate. Don't 
you see that I am taking up a modest position?" 

I couldn't help it; I burst into a peal of 
laughter, from which I was only roused by the 
tears of mortification which I saw standing in 
her eyes. 

" My dear child," said I, " calmness is power, 
and the strongest spirits are not those who 
awaken tumults in our breasts, but those who 
bring us into peace. As for As You Like It, 
I love that play so dearly, that I believe on the 
whole I would rather have written it than any 
of the others. It seems to me to have a divine 
quality about it : it leaves one as a fine land- 
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scape does — with eyes dimmed by mists of ten- 
derness, not of sorrow, and with a heart adoring 
God and gentler towards one's kind." 

Meanwhile Lady Blankeney and Maria had 
got one of Monsieur Kiowski's sketch-books in 
their hands the wrong way upwards, and were, 
apparently with the greatest interest, inspecting 
the slight pencil landscapes upside down. At 
last, after having gone through it scrupulously 
from beginning to end, they put it upon the 
table. 

" Did you like them ? " asked Ursula drily, 
when they had done. 

" Quite charming ! " said Lady Blankeney, 
smiling. " Such a treat. By the way, my dear 
Ursula," she continued, " I have heard from the 
Marquise de Vemeuil this morning, a most 
civil, kind note (nothing like the Faubourg St. 
Germain, after all, is there ?), and she is quite 
in despair at your not coming ; but I hope you 
will revoke that cruel decision." 

" I think your decision was the cruel one," 
answered Ursula. " I have a friend come from 
another country to see me; I beg you to get 
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Madame de Vemeuirs permission that he 
should accompany us, and you entirely decline 
doing so." 

"Why, my dear Ursula," said Lady Blan- 
keney, rather embarrassed, " you are such a 
dear ardent creature, and the moment an idea 
runs away with you there is no making you 
understand. You see it is a very small, select 
thing." 

" If Jacques is not fit company for them," 
said Ursula, " neither am I." 

" But, my dear child, the thing is so simple," 
said Lady Blankeney. 

** Quite so," retorted Ursula ; " he is not 
going, neither am I." 

" But, my dear, she's delighted" said Lady 
Blankeney — "quite delighted, on the contrary 
— so very anxious to make his acquaintance — 
IVe got the letter here," she said, tapping her 
pocket, " and she will only be too charmed " 

"Then you thought better of it and wrote 
after all?" said Ursula. "Was it after you 
heard Jacques play ? " 

"Well, I don't exactly remember what day 
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it was," said Lady Blankeney, getting red and 
hesitating. 

" But it was after you heard him play ," 

said Ursula. "Pray, is there to be music at 
Madame de Vemeuirs ? " 

" Yes,*' said Lady Blanl^eney ; " she gives the 
best musical parties in Paris, and as I happened 
in my note to mention your friend's great talent, 
why then of course in hers she said she would 
be only too enchanted." 

** Oh, and I am going to sing, I suppose ? " 
said Ursula. 

"Why, of course," said Lady Blankeney. 
" We quite reckon on you, my dear. The dear 
Marquise was in ecstasies when she heard how 
beautifully Monsieur Dessaix played, and I'm 
sure she's only too happy to have him. She 
says so in her note here" — again tapping her 
pocket " Would you like to see her note ? " 

" Oh dear, no. Pray don't trouble yourself, 
Lady Blankeney," said Ursula. "We shall 
neither of us go. I do not mean to sing any- 
where but in my own home." (Poor Lady 
Blankeney looked terribly chapfallen.) "And 
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as for Jacques, he is not professional a bit 
more than myself; he is in no need whatever 
of money, and therefore I don't exactly see why 
he should go and play for a woman whose 
house you considered too good for him until 
you thought of making use of him." 

" Oh, my dear Ursula, you really have such 
a way of putting things; but I'm sure you 
couldn't — ^you wouldn't — ^it would be such a 
disappointment!" besought poor Lady Blan- 
keney, in utter dismay. " It has all been my 
fault — I assure you it has all been my fault — 
my little nervous way, you know. If it hadn't 
been the Faubourg, it would have been quite, 
quite diflferent, you know; but it is always so 
select there ! But now that she has written to 
say how delighted she is to make your ac- 
quaintance — yours and Monsieur Dessaix's — 
(and so select as she always is I) — ^I really don't 
know what you would have. Isn't it quite true, 
Maria ? " she said, appealing to her daughter in 
her despair. 

"Oh, quite true — ten," calmly said Maria, 
who had got to her work again and had not 
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the smallest idea what her mother was talking 
ahout. 

"Very well, then," said Ursula. "In that 
case we will go " 

" Now that is so nice and sweet of you ! " 
interrupted poor Lady Blankeney, with a ray 
of hope. 

"But," continued Miss Hamilton gravely, 
" I will not sing, and Jacques shall not play, 
and that will give your select Marquise all the 
more time to become acquainted with us." 

Lady Blankeney's face felt so dismally that 
I was sadly afraid she was going to cry. Just 
then Madame Olympe came up, and proposed an 
expedition to the G^ant — a high hill in the neigh- 
bourhood, from which there was a lovely view. 

"But what shall I do?" said Lady Blankeney 
dolorously. " I must send an answer to-day. 
She told me she meant to do without the Tre- 
belli if Ursula went " 

" Then hadn't you better write and tell her 
to put the Trebelli on again?" said Ursula 
coolly. 

" Dear me ! " said Lady Blankeney, still more 

G 
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dejected. "I don't see how we are to go 
at all. What is to become of you, Ursula, if 
Maria and I go?" 

"Oh, don't be unhappy about me, my dear 
Lady Blankeney. Jacques and I shall have a 
very cosy little evening together at the hotel, I 
daresay." 

" Speak to her, you, my dear Countess ! She 
really doesn't know the things that people will 
say, and I really am almost beginning to be 
afraid that — ^that — she does not care." 

"I do not know, and I do not care," said 
Miss Hamilton, looking at Lady Blankeney 
placidly. 

"When is this party to be?" asked Madame 
Olympe. 

" It's on Saturday next," said Lady Blankeney, 
" and I must write to-day, and I'm sure I don't 
know what I am to say after all her kindness 
about it ! " 

" I'll tell you what," said Madame Olympe. 
"Write and say that I keep Miss Hamilton 
here until Monday next — that is, if she will 
stay?" and she turned towards Ursula. An 
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expression of pleasure lit up Ursula's face, 
which was followed by a slight shade of 
hesitation. 

" Oh, you and Monsieur Dessaix, I mean, of 
course," added Madame Olympe, laughing. 
" And now go and get your things on quickly, 
all of you; it soon gets cold of an evening 
now, and it is a longish way that we have 
to go. Bessy," she continued, addressing me, 
" go and fetch your hat too. The others will 
walk, but the pony-chair is ordered for you, and 
there is a way up, not quite so pretty, perhaps, 
as the road that they are going, but at least 
twice as short: I am sure we can manage it 
with the pony-chair and our steady old horse, 
and Monsieur Kiowski and I are coming with 
you. 

We had a lovely view, certainly, when we 
got to the top of the hill, and I think that 
the intense delight it gave me must have 
repaid my dear hostess for all her kind thought 
and hard labour in my behalf; but oh, what 
that journey up was to my poor rickety nerves, 
no words can tell. We went up, and up, and 
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up, through an entirely perpendicular lane, 
where there existed no road at all. Madame 
Oljrmpe walked the whole way, pulling the 
horse up after her by main force, while Mon- 
sieur Kiowski pushed behind with all his 
might. I never was so terrified or so miserable 
in all my life. Whenever we stopped for an 
instant in order to allow the poor animal to 
recover his breath, the carriage rolled back, and 
frightened me out of my wits. I made one or 
two feeble propositions about walking, which 
Madame Olympe peremptorily extinguished. At 
last Monsieur Kiowski, seeing that I was on 
the point of crying, suggested that I was more 
likely to be made ill by sitting in the carriage 
and being frightened than by the fatigue of 
walking. Upon this Madame Olympe suddenly 
turned round, and coming close up to me, in a 
determined way, said, ** You are frightened ; of 
what are you frightened ? Of being run away 
with? How is it possible up this steep hill? 
Of the carriage rolling back ? Where can you 
go to if it does roll back? — into the hedge." 
And she suddenly backed the carriage right 
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into the hedge, to illustrate her words. *^ There 
is only one thing that can happen to yon, 
and that is to tumble out; but I do not see 
what is to make you do that, and if you did, 
you are but[^an inch from the ground in this 
little low chair, and you could not hurt your- 
self if you were to try." 

"Well," said Monsieur Kiowski, who had 
gone a little way off to take a peep through a 
break in the trees, ''is it decided? Does she 
get out ? " 

"Yes," answered Madame Olympe unhesi- 
tatingly. "I have convinced her reason that 
there is no danger ; so she is no longer fright- 
ened, and stays in." 

After that there was nothing for it but to 
remain where I was and endure agonies until 
we reached the summit. That angelic crea- 
ture. Monsieur Kiowski, ran ever so far back 
to possess himself of an enormous stone, very 
nearly as big as a milestone, with which he 
toiled up the hill after us, scotching the wheel 
with it every time that we stopped, and thereby 
doing away with what had been the most 
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unpleasant of my sensations. At the top we 
were met by the rest of the party, with the 
exception of Monsieur Dessaix. He had started 
with them, it seems, but the moment they 
began to ascend the hill he had exclaimed to 
Miss Hamilton, "Ursula, there is danger; I 
leave thee ! " and returned home. I was allowed 
by Madame Olympe to walk down by the 
road that I had come, accompanied by Ursula, 
Monsieur Kiowski, Monsieur Berthier, and 
Jeanne. Lady Blankeney and Maria were 
driven home the long way by Madame Olympe. 
As soon as we reached the ch&teau. Lady 
Blankeney made one final attempt to mollify 
Miss Hamilton about Madame de Verneuil, 
but she was entirely inexorable, and so poor 
Lady Blankeney, with Maria, retreated upstairs, 
much mortified, to write her letter. I went 
and established myself upon my sofa, and 
Madame Olympe made us some tea — after 
which Ursula began to sing, and then Monsieur 
Dessaix was prevailed upon to play. He 
played with Madame Olympe first, sonatas of 
Mozart's, as long as the daylight lasted and 
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that they could see, and then he went play- 
ing on, compositions of his own : a song of 
Gretchen, a song of Juliet, a song of Ophelia, 
a song of Mignon — tender, pathetic, exquisite ! 
and we sat and listened, first into the twilight, 
then into the dusk, until the last fine passion 
and the last faint glimmer clung together in 
an undistinguishable embrace and died into 
the night. For some seconds after the sound 
had ceased, we all remained breathless and 
motionless, bound in a great silent emotion. 
At last a gentle voice said from out of the 
darkness, with a little sympathetic sigh, "Ah, 
how well I did to come back ! " 

Ursula's hand, which was lying in mine, 
gave a sudden jump, and Madame Olympe got 
up, crying, " Why, Rend, you don't mean that 
it's you ? No — this is too laughable ! " 

The lamps were lit, and a slight fair man, 
with chestnut hair and a red beard divided 
into two points, was presented to me as Mon- 
sieur de Saldes. Jeanne was right — interesting 
was the word. Ursula had remained sitting 
rather Ibehind me, and had not been perceived 
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in the first moments of greeting. At last 
Monsieur de Saldes caught sight of her, and 
came forward with an exclamation of pleasure 
to meet her. 

"My dear Ursula, how charmed I am to 
see you ! Forgive my freedom," he added. 
"When I first knew you, you were no higher 
than that, you know" — and he made the 
measure with his hand in the air. 

" Yes, but I have grown since then. I am 
now as tall as that," she said, drawing herself 
up to her full height, and drawing her hand 
up with a lazy, charming gesture to a level 
with her head, "and I am always called Miss 
Hamilton." 

I was amazed at her self-possession ; and so, 
I think, was Monsieur Ren^, for he suddenly 
flushed and turned with rather an embarrassed 
manner to speak to Madame Olympe. 

**I feel proud of myself," said Ursula to me 
in English. " I suppose I am the first person 
who has ever put that man down in his 
life." 

" He does not seem to like it much," said I. 
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"Good for him!" she answered, with a 
wicked smile. 

"Now, tell me what on earth has brought 
you back to me so soon, Rend," said Madame 
Olympe. '^Your erratic proceedings become 
daily more wonderful/' 

"Suppose I have come back for the meet 
to-morrow? Would that be so very wonder- 
ful ? " said he. 

"Yes," said Madame Olympe, "for you 
knew of the meet before you went, and had 
no intention whatever of hunting." 

"Perhaps I came back to see old friends — 
who knows ? " he said, with a charming smile 
at Ursula. 

"That won't do either," said Madame 
Olympe. " You forget that I know what took 
you away in such a hurry. You had better tell 
the truth at once — it will have to come out 
at last — come, execute yourself with a good 
grace, and unfold the mystery." 

" If I were to tell you, how you would laugh 
at me ! " he said, laughing himself. " Well, 
you must know, then, that yesterday evening 
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I thought I would just go for half-an-hour to 
Madame de Limour's. At this season I made 
sure of finding her alone, and having a little 
chat comfortably by her fireside. Not at all. 
There were at least twenty people — men of 
science with dowdy wives, literary lions, a 
German poetess with a goitre — and in the 
midst of all these, such a fish out of water, 
and more undressed than anything you can 
conceive, Sophie de Malan! She was in the 
hands of a hideous man, who, I was told, had 
just written something about the decomposition 
of oils. She flew to me at once, held on like 
grim death, and would not let me go until I 
had sworn all my great gods that I would dine 
with her to-day. I really never saw anything 
so shocking as her appearance. I suppose, like 
myself, she had expected to find no one, and 
had put on an old gown — it was a very dirty 
one — and those naked little high shoulders! 
I assure you one could see the articulation of 
her anatomy all down her chest as far as her 
waist. You never saw such a hideous spectacle 
in your life ! " 
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" Where was Monsieur de Malan ? " 

"Oh, she had left him somewhere or other 
by the seaside in Normandy, and was only 
herself in Paris for a day or two on business. 
If he had been there I might have borne it. I 
always rather liked Malan ; but a t6te-k-t6te with 
Sophie was more than my poor shattered frame 
could stand. So I wrote a little note (to be 
sent at seven o'clock), stating how at the 
eleventh hour my wretched health obliged me 
to renounce the promised happiness, &c." 

"So that, in point of fact, it is to Madame 
de Malan's invitation to dinner that we are 
indebted for the pleasure of seeing you ? " said 
Miss Hamilton. 

"Do you know her, Miss Hamilton?" said 
Monsieur de Saldes, turning to her. "Oh, 
though, of course you do ! She was at Florence 
in the old days." 

"Yes, she was at Florence in the old days," 
answered Miss Hamilton, smiling ; " but my 
acquaintance with her was very slight." , 

" And you are going to England, Olympe tells 
me," he continued, " and with Lady Blankeney ? 
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Sorely, after the vita libera of Italy, England, 
and under those auspices, will never suit you ? " 
**I am afraid the alliance does not seem 
likely to last very long," said Ursula, **Our 
points of view upon all subjects are so very 
diflferent I don't feel certain how I may like 
England under my new circumstances. I have 
come into a fortune, you know; and among 
other pleasant things have inherited an estate 
in Devonshire, which I am told is quite lovely. 
I can fancy liking country-life in England — 
there is something useful, delightful, and 
altogether noble about it. Whenever I read 
or hear about it, it seems to me the ideal life. 
Each of the two times I have been in England, 
it has only been to make a hurried visit of a 
few days to London upon business matters. 
Oh, how ugly I thought it, and how I hated it ! 
It was almost worth while going there, though, 
for the joy of returning afterwards to the 
beloved land. How one's spirits rise the 
moment one crosses the frontier, and hears 
people speaking with sweet terminating vowels 
once more ! " 
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"Yes," said Monsieur Kiowski. "I know 
nothing like the emotion that the first Italian 
town gives one after an absence — ^the well- 
remembered yet always new aspect of men and 
things ! The faded frescoes on the old palaces 
— ^the balconies teeming with crowded flowers ; 
the shops, half in, half out of doors — the barber 
with the striped curtain drawn back, that the 
patient may jldner with his eyes while his 
chin is in jeopardy— the. tailor who is always 
mending a waistcoat on a sort of hob at the 
entrance of the shop ^^ 

"The limonaro and the water-melon man/' 
interrupted Ursula. 

" The ill-shaven priests and slippered women," 
continued Monsieur Kiowski. 

"The groom who has a tenor and the 
milkman who plays the mandoline!" cried 
Ursula. 

" How noisy— how sunny— how fascinating 
it all is ! " said Monsieur Eaowski. 

"And, sommi Dei! what a stench!" added 
Monsieur de Saldes. 

" I don't mind it ! " said Ursula indignantly. 
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''Yon needn't be angry with me for my 
nnromantic climax to yonr ecstasies/' said 
Monsienr de Saldes. ''No one knows better 
than I do the emotion of a retnm to Italy. 
The second time I went to Some, it was at the 
end of October, I recollect I threw open the 
window of the carriage as we drove from Civita 
Yecchia: a dense vaponr covered all the 
country, and one could see nothing; but the 
whole land smelt of the aromatic herbs which 
the cattle were chewing, and that well- 
remembered Campagna odonr of thyme borne 
in upon the damp air aflfected me unspeakably. 
I lay back in the carriage, and cried like a 
child : happy tears ! why cannot one shed such 
oftener ! " 

I felt quite touched. "Humbug!" said 
Ursula to me in a low voice. It was the first 
time that she jarred upon me. 

"Well," said Madame Ol3rmpe. "No one 
enjoys a trip to Italy more than I do, but I 
don't think I could live there. I do get so 
furious with the dishonesty and unreliability of 
the people — ^they do cheat and lie so ! " 
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"You must remember," said Ursula, "that 
going to Italy as you do, and living the hotel 
life on the great beaten track, you see the very 
worst specimens of the people. They do not, 
perhaps, feel the great shame of lying as the 
English do ; but I have known many perfectly 
dependable Italians, and I think that when 
they are so at all, they are generally more so 
than any other people. Quite the most truth- 
ful nature I ever met with was an Italian, and 
that was the Meneghina, our Venetian maid : 
she was absolutely transparent." 

** Yes," said I, " nothing can be more charming 
than that sort of impulsive candour that you 
speak of; but at the same time I must say that 
I like the English notion of the sJiame of a lie. 
There is something very noble about it, and it 
belongs altogether to a higher tone of feeling 
than the involuntary truth-telling which you 
praise in Italians." 

"I have remarked," said Monsieur Berthier 
mildly, "that the conception of truth among 
Englishwomen is quite peculiar to themselves ; 
and I must own that it appears to me very often 
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to answer the exact purpose that fidsehood 
does with other people. For example, suppose 
that an Englishwoman has happened to go to 
some place or other, and that she has h» own 
reasons for not wishing it known that she has 
been there— (such a thing might occur, might 
it not?)— she comes back, and some one asks 
her where she has been. She immediately 
answers. To this place — to that place — ^to the 
other place, and thinks that so long as she 
does not positively deny the having been to 
the one important spot she is scrupulously 
truthful. For has she, after all, not indeed 
been to all these places ? More than this, she 
is even capable of deliberately planning to go 
to all these places, expressly in order that she 
may be able, with what she regards as perfect 
truth, to enumerate them, and behind them to 
conceal what she wishes concealed. When I 
have said what I thought upon the subject — 
which was that this mode of action appeared 
to me to be very much like pressing truth into 
the service of falsehood — I have been received 
with indignant surprise. The Englishwoman 
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thought she had, on the contrary, evinced 
a conscientious adherence to truth. Now a 
Frenchwoman is, for the most part, quite 
incapable of that sort of thing; if she is in a 
difficulty she will lie like a trooper, but it will 
be a direct lie bom out of an immediate danger 
— not that elaborate perversion of the truth in 
which the Englishwoman permits herself to 
indulge with so much astuteness and self-com- 
placency." ^ 
"The entirely motiveless lies which Roman 
people often tell are the most curious of all," 
said Monsieur Kiowski. **When I was in 
Rome, I had a most valuable man-servant: he 
was a man of an education considerably above 
his station, had been highly recommended to 
me, and was trustworthy in every way. One 
day when I came home he announced to me 
that a gentleman whom he had never seen 
before had been to call upon me; he had left 
no name, and he had forgotten in the hall a 
very curious cane. There was no end to the 
trouble my poor Giovannino gave himself about 
this stick. He made inquiries in every direc- 
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tion, and finally had handbills printed and 
stack about in the principal shops describing 
it, and informing the owner where he might 
recover it. No one claimed it, however, and 
at last, after many months, considering the 
matter now quite hopeless, he grew to regard 
the stick as in a manner his own, and to take 
it with him when he went out walking. One 
day more than a year after this circumstance 
had occurred, he was suddenly stopped in the 
street by the owner of the cane, who recognised 
and claimed his property. Giovannino sur- 
rendered it joyfully and unhesitatingly, at the 
same time affirming positively that he had 
bought it not half-an-hour ago, and given ten 
scudi for it. He told me all this himself when 
he came home — and I, who knew to what 
trouble and expense the poor fellow's honesty 
had put him, in vain endeavoured to elicit 
from him some reason or other for his extra- 
ordinary gratuitous falsehood. * But why, why 
did you say that you had bought it?' I in 
vain inquired. 'Eh, non sapreit' he only 
answered with a smile; 'mi h saltato cosi 
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d ^ fiiori dalla bocca ! — it jumped out of my 

g mouth!'" 

,t "After all," said Monsieur de Saldes, "the 

j difference is not merely national, it is also 

g ^ individual in the highest degree. No two 

] ' English or French people look at truth in the 

, : same way : it is a relative thing, and every one 

I . sees it from his own point of view. I have a 

, : friend whose respect for truth induces him to 

■ 

[ go about the world hurting everybody's feelings, 

; and making himself perfectly odious ; he thinks 

he is performing a great duty, and is delighted 
with himself. As for me, I hope I am not 
more undependable than any one else in serious 
matters ; but I would tell any amount of little 
insignificant social lies to give a pleasant 
emotion, and, above all, to spare a moment's 
pain to any one. / think that is a duty ; he 
despises me, and I hate him — ^who is to decide 
between us ? Truth, like everything else, is an 
entirely relative thing. Did you ever read 
Benan's Vie de J^stis, Miss Hamilton?" he 
continued. " If you recollect, without wishing 
in any way to impugn the divine veracity of our 
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Lord, he bids us remember that he was an 
Oriental, and all but insinuates that his asser- 
tions may therefore be taken with a grain of 
salt. I quite agree with him as far as the 
question of nationality is concerned; don't 
you?" 

'^I hate the blasphemous twaddle of that 
book/' said Miss Hamilton, "and agree with 
nothing it contains. I think it has been made, 
in every way, of a great deal more importance 
than it deserves." 

" But it is very prettily written ! Have you 
read it, Miss Hope?" he said, turning to 
me. " Every one must own that it is prettily 
written." 

" I think," said I, " that the very expression 
you make use of condemns the book. In treat- 
ing of such subjects, prettinesses are so out 
of place as to become absolutely shocking to 
people like myself, of strong prejudices and 
weak minds." 

"Ah, but there are charming pages!" he 
continued. " And then there is such a perfume 
of naivete and of the primitive life in his 
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descriptions of the places ! That, too, is original ; 
no one ever did it before." 

"Yes," said Ursula, "he has sprinkled the 
Holy Land with, rose water. It is perfectly of a 
piece with the idea of presenting the Saviour of 
the world under the aspect of a garjon d'esprit — 
* qui a invent^ ce genre ddlicieux des paraboles.' 
This also, no doubt, has the merit of originality. 
As you say, nobody ever did it before, and I 
sincerely hope nobody ever will do it again. 
Saint Peter denied our Lord, but it was 
reserved to Monsieur Benan to patronise 
him." 

" Ursula ! " called Madame Olympe from the 
other end of the room, where she was looking 
out some music, " do tell me what programme I 
can arrange for the village church on Sunday 
next ? There is going to be a grand confirmation 
function, and we want, if possible, to get up 
something a little more important than usual in 
the way of music. There is a little woman in 
the village — the wife of one of our huntsmen — 
who has a very pretty voice : she and Jeanne 
can sing a duet together, and we can manage a 
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simple choras or two ; but that will hardly be 
enough, I am afiraid." 

*' May I sing ? " said Ursula. " I should Kke 
to sing in a church of all things — ^that is, if you 
don't mind my being a heretic ? " 

**No! really?" exclaimed Madame Olympe. 
"Heretic or no heretic, you deserve to go to 
heaven for such an o£fer! May you sing? 
Indeed you shall, since you give me the 
chance." 

"But what shall it be?" said Ursula. "I 
have only one sacred song in the world — ^a 
psalm of Marcello's. It vrill be the very thing, 
but it is the only one I possess." 

" Well," said Madame Olympe, " that will do 
for the first song ; but you must have two solos 
— what shall we do for the second ? What was 
that grand air of Stradella's you sang just now ? 
— ^that was very solemn." 

My dear Madame Olympe," said Ursula, 

it is a passionate love-song, and begins with 
the words, 'Oh del mio dolce ardor, bramato 
oggetto.* " 

** Never mind ! " said Madame Olympe. " It 
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is quite magnificent, and you sing it superbly. 
We must have it. I will look out some 
Latin words which we will clap upon it, 
somehow or other. We must have it at any 
price." 

Just then the carriage which was to carry 
Monsieur Kiowski to the station was announced, 
and Monsieur Kiowski — ^who had gone upstairs 
to get his things together — ^hurried into the 
room to bid us good-bye. 

** Ah," said Madame Olympe, " how splendid 
this Tcmtum ergo of Bach's is ! We could sing 
it if we only had a tenor I Jeanne would take 
the first, Miss Hamilton the second, Charles 
could sing the bass. It's not at all difficult. 
Ah, Monsieur Kiowski, why are you going 
away ? " 

"I wish I were not," he answered, "and I 
would sing it for you with pleasure." 

"Come back and sing it!" said Jeanne, 
laughing. 

" Very well, so I will ! " he said. 

"No! will you?" she cried, jumping up 
vehemently. 
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"My dear child," said her mother, "don't 
you see that he is joking?" 

"Not at all," said Monsieur Kiowski; "we 
will have the Tantum ergo. Your function is 
for Sunday ; I shall be back here on Saturday 
morning for breakfast and rehearsal." 

"It is unheard of," exclaimed Madame 
Olympe; "but it is too much! Oh, why do 
you go ? why must you go ? " 

" It is a pity," answered he, " but I have an 
engagement that it is important I should keep." 

"Well, then, at all events," said Madame 
Olympe, "you will give us some more days 
when you come back ? " 

"Alas, I fear that too will be impossible! 
On Monday afternoon I have a model coming at 
two o'clock, and I shall be obliged to leave you 
on Sunday as soon as I have sung my Tantum 
ergo, I have been at play so long that I must 
set to work without delay, or I shall not have 
my pictures ready for the Academy, and so 3b 
revoir, and not adieu ! At least that is some- 
thing," he added, as he kissed her hand. " A 
revoir, Jeanne ! Monsieur Berthier, adieu ; you 
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will not be here, I believe, when I return. Miss 
Hope, we shall meet again on Saturday — I 
shall have the pleasure of singing with you on 
Sunday, Miss Hamilton." He then turned to 
Monsieur de Saldes, and with a hasty bow and 
a "Monsieur, j'ai Thonneur de vous saluer!" 
rushed off. We looked out and saw him drive 
past the window. We were a little afraid he 
might be late — suddenly the carriage stops — 
what can have happened? Monsieur Kiowski 
leaps out — ^he tears up the hill by a short path 
across to the house. Good gracious, he has 
forgotten something! he will certainly be too 
late! An instant more — voluble talking in a 
high key on the steps — in the passage — and he 
is in the room. " The poor dear Marquis . . . 
I never bade him good-bye . . . Pray say a 
thousand things for me, I entreat ... I 
wouldn't for all the world that he should think 
himself forgotten ! " panting he articulates, and 
breathless departs. There he goes spinning 
down the hill again — ^long grey coat-tails flying 
in the wind — ^he's in — off they gallop. Will he 
catch the train ? 
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*' Good gracious, what a whirlwind t " said 
Monsieur Ben^. 

" But what an angel ! " said Madame Olympe. 
'^ Think of his coming back all that way, and 
across the sea too, for a single day, to help us 
with our music!" 

"It isn't you, Ren^, who would do that," 
said Jeanne. 

" No," said Ben^, " I should be sorry to do 
anything so ridiculous. It can be nothing but 
an intense gratification of the demon of rest- 
lessness within him to make a man do such a 
thing. Of course, he could have remained if 
he had chosen, but some people like living 
in a fuss." 

"He said he had an engagement," I observed. 

"And not with Madame de Malan, or he 
might have broken it," suggested Ursula. 

" Oh, if there is a lady in the case, I say no 
more," said Monsieur de Saldes. " Only then, 
of course, the great magnanimity of keeping the 
engagement rather goes to the ground." 

"I know with whom his engagement is," 
began Monsieur Berthier. 
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"Oh, who is it? — do tell us!" we all ex- 
claimed in a breath. 

" See," said he, looking round at us compla- 
cently, "the curiosity of women! Monsieur 
Ren^ is the only person who expresses no 
desire to become acquainted with Monsieur 
Kiowski's little secret. You must know, then," 
he continued, " that Monsieur Kiowski is much 
interested about a poor sculptor of great merit 
in Genoa, who has, in spite of his talent, been 
quite unable to make any sort of way with 
the public. Last spring Monsieur Kiowski 
made him send over one of his best works 
— a charming little figure of Egeria — ^with the 
hope of being able to sell it for him in 
England. An American gentleman — a Mr. 
Crittendon Pike — ^saw the statue at Monsieur 
Kiowski's studio, and was much struck by it, 
but came to no decision. Since Monsieur 
Kiowski has been here, however, he has re- 
ceived a letter from Mr. Pike, stating that he 
sails for America on Friday, and would like 
to see the statue again before he goes; and 
it is for this — ^for the chance of effecting this 
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sale, that he cnrtails his holiday and goes 
hack. I am sure you are all a little dis- 
appointed that there is no lady in the matter — 
are you not ? It would have been more romantic. 
Well, I think it is even prettier so." 

" It isn't you, Ren^, who would have done 
that either," said Madame Olympe, laughing. 

" I flatter myself I should not," he answered, 
warming his feet, and stroking his red beard 
with a lovely white rose. 

Madame Olympe and I then sat down to the 
piano, and I tried the bass of some duets with 
her. Suddenly Monsieur Charles rushed in 
nearly as impetuously as Monsieur Kiowski. 
" Olympe ! " 

No answer but a series of brilliant scales 
complacently executed with the right hand. 

" Olympe ! Have you seen Monsieur Kiowski ? 
Did he come back again, Olympe ? He will cer- 
tainly miss his train ! " 

She went on steadily playing with a darken- 
ing visage. 

" Olympe ! they tell me he came back again? 
Did you see him ? Do you hear me, Olympe ? 
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He had then forgotten something ? Olympe ! 
had he then forgotten something? He will 
lose the train!" 

When I heard him labouring in vain to be 
heard, and addressing himself to her with 
about as much success as if she had been 
the wall, I unconsciously made a little indica- 
tion of stopping; but without looking at me 
she went on pressing my right arm heavily 
down with her left, with which she at the 
same time kept on vigorously executing a rum- 
maging bass, and, dashing the forefinger of 
her right hand into the centre of my page, 
to show me my place, gave vent to an ominous 
"Un, deux, trois!" that sent me floundering 
back to my duty in a state of abject submission. 
Jeanne saw the impending storm, and came 
to the rescue. " What ! " she cried, with the 
greatest apparent surprise and interest. " Come 
back. Marquis ? No ! did he really ? He will 
certainly be too late ! What could it be ! 
Hyacinthe will know — ^let us go and inquire." 
And she carried him cleverly out of the room. 

^'You are surprised that I did not answer 
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him?" said Madame Olympe. ''Of what use 
wonld it have been? Sometimes he goes on 
calling my name for ten minutes together from 
the next room, for no other reason than to 
establish the fact that I am there ! " 

How shall I describe the bmsqne oddity of 
my dear strange hostess's manner without giving 
a wrong impression of that warm generous 
heart? One of the days that I was there. 
Monsieur Charles had a slight attack of feverish 
cokL With what anxious tenderness, with 
what affectionate devotion, she waited on and 
served him I I never saw in any one such 
strong feelings of compassion. In most people 
that virtue does not appear to exceed the limits 
of a sentiment ; in her, pity became a passion. 
Her great beauty and the quiet appreciation 
which she had of it, without the slightest 
admixture of coquetry or affectation, was one 
of the most striking characteristics of this 
regal and most original of women. I have 
seen her go across the room and look steadily 
at her handsome face for minutes together in 
the glass with a singleness of purpose that 
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nearly made me laugh; but I never saw her 
squint at herself as she went by, or pretend 
to arrange something in her head-dress, or 
adopt any of the little mean expedients that 
uneasy vanity, male and female alike, resorts 
to whenever a looking-glass is in question. 
I have never known but one other handsome 
woman equally unoccupied with her own 
beauty. If you had told her to put on her 
grandmother's nightcap, she would have been 
quite content to do so, and to look like her 
grandmother in it. Madame Olympe would 
have put on the cap, too, in a minute; but 
somehow her rue would have been worn with 
a difference, and she would, through an in- 
voluntary artistic instinct, have arranged it 
at once so as to look in it a thousand times 
handsomer and younger than she did before. 
Her extraordinary unconsciousness is, I think, 
perhaps what attracts and attaches one to her 
more than anything else. She has no more 
respect'htimain than a baby : the sunlight and 
the shadows flit over her face according to her 
humours, just as they brighten and darken the 
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face of uncontrolled childhood ; and in her and 
about her there is all the time a sort of grand 
innocence which makes one laugh, and for 
which one adores her. She was evidently 
gradually growing very fond of Ursula and of 
Monsieur Jacques. The former had got quite 
to understand her feeling upon the score of 
manners; and whenever any little passage 
occurred to bring a gloom over Madame 
Olympe's countenance, she would break out 
into a sudden appeal of glorious recitative that 
ended everything with an embrace. Monsieur 
Jacques liked Madame de Caradec very much, 
and had the greatest opinion of her artistic 
organisation; but he was still frightened to 
death at her size and her abruptness, and 
whenever she came into the room used to 
strike up the air of "See the Conquering 
Hero Comes," to the great edification of my- 
self and Ursula. Luckily Madame Olympe's 
acquaintance with Handel was limited. As 
for me. Monsieur Jacques and I had become 
sworn friends; he would come to me for a 
' hundred little services, such as numbering the 
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leaves of his music, stitching them together, 
sewing buttons on his gloves — and he used to 
call me his providence. 

Delightful as they all seemed to consider 
Monsieur de Saldes, I did not think our party 
gained from having him— it became less genial 
at once. One couldn't help a certain feeling of 
anxiety and responsibility caused by his presence 
in some sort of undefined way ; he was referred 
to in one's own mind about everything that 
did, could, or might occur, in a mute, unacknow- 
ledged manner, and it threw a coldness over 
the whole. On the day of his arrival he con- 
trived to escape the natural fate that awaited 
him in Miss Blankeney, and to take Ursula in 
to dinner, to Monsieur Jacques' great annoy- 
ance, who sat next to me. 

" Do not let her marry him," he said to me. 
"You have obtained such a good influence 
over her already — exercise it for her profit, I 
implore you. Do not let her marry him ; I am 
sure he would not make her happy." 

" Do you think there is any chance of such a 
thing ? " I asked, in some surprise. 
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"Things much more improbable have hap- 
pened," he answered. "He is not good- 
looking, is he? — it is such a worn-out face." 

" The eyes are fine," I remarked. 

"Mine are fine too," he said plaintively. 
"Have you ever looked at them?" and he 
fixed them on me. "They are like velvet!" 
he added, with a melancholy air. 

I then noticed for the first time how hand- 
some they were. What gave a great peculiarity 
to his face was that to these very black eyes 
there was hardly any eyebrow whatever. 

" Is it possible that you are jealous ? " said I. 

" No," he answered, " not precisely. I never 
desired to marry her myself; and if I were to 
desire it and that she were to consent, I should 
certainly cease to desire it immediately ; but I 
have an uncomfortable presentiment about that 
man — ^he will love her, or she will love him, 
and that would make me perfectly miserable." 

Lady Blankeney continued very low, poor 
woman, at her failure about Madame de Ver- 
neuil's party, and could not flutter her little 
frivolous wings at all. Ursula, too, snubbed 
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her upon every possible occasion — ^rather un- 
necessarily, I thought. "What shall you do 
about the Johnsons, Ursula?" said she. "I 
hear they have arrived in London with letters 
from Mrs. Egerton for various people, and for 
you and myself among the number. What 
shall you do?" 

" Do, Lady Blankeney ?" said Ursula. " What 
can you possibly mean ? " 

" I mean," said Lady Blankeney, " shall you 
call, or what ? " 

" If you mean by * what* neglect them. Lady 
Blankeney, I shall certainly not do that," 
replied Ursula. "Indeed, I don't see what 
option I have in the matter. These people 
come to me recommended by a friend who 
was extremely kind to me in Italy, so that 
whoever or whatever they may be I shall do 
honour to the recommendation, and call upon 
them as soon as I arrive in London myself, 
and show them every civility in my power. 
Don't you intend to go and see them, that you 
inquire ? 

" Well," she said, " I don't quite know yet 
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how that may be. I shall wait a little and 



see. 



"See what?" asked Ursula. "Whether 
society in general takes any notice of them ? " 

"Yes," said Lady Blankeney, quite simply. 
" I think it will be better just to wait a little 
and see." 

"Who are these people?" asked Madame 
Olympe. "Is there any reason why they 
should not be received or visited ? " 

" Oh dear, no," replied Lady Blankeney, with 
the greatest naivete. "They are very good 
sort of people indeed ; quite so, I believe." 

"It's more than a belief, isn't it. Lady 
Blankeney?" said Ursula. "You know them 
quite well, don't you ? " 

"You are personally acquainted with them, 
then, already, are you ? " said Madame Olympe. 

"Yes," said Lady Blankeney. "I know 
them — that is, I did know them once. They 
were very rich once, and used to give very 
nice parties indeed, and I used always to go 
there — always. And now they are very poor, 
and I never go there now — never." 
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Lady Blankeney's worldliness was such a 
good-tempered, impervious, simple-minded sort 
of thing, that it became really an amusement 
to me to listen to her, and I could not bring 
myself to feel indignant and disgusted as 
Ursula did, whom it never made to smile for 
a single instant. 

We had nearly finished dessert, when Ursula 
suddenly exclaimed — 

" What in the world are you doing, Jacques?" 

He was carefully stroking down both sides of 
his nose with the first finger of each hand, and 
then rubbing the points of the fingers together 
at the end of his nose, as if to rub off some 
adhesive substance. I had seen him steadily 
doing this during the last ten minutes. 

*'That is the way the flies do," he said, 
looking up at her meditatively. "Hast thou 
never seen how they clean their bodies, first 
with their legs going carefully under their 
wings, and then how they clean their legs by 
scraping them against each other ? " and he did 
it again. " Ced c*est VSl^hanty^ he continued 
mournfully, and stretching his arm out with a 
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sadden impetuous sort of circular sweep across 
to Ursula's plate, he picked up from off it 
a peach which she was just going to eat, 
and dropped it with a curve from above into 
his own mouth. The dexterity and the like- 
ness to the creature he was imitating were 
perfectly marvellous, and perfectly irresistible — 
even Maria blinked her short-sighted eyes and 
chuckled faintly. Monsieur Ben^ alone main- 
tained a well-bred gravity, and gave the signal 
for leaving the table by rising at once. 

'* He detests me," said Jacques, with a sickly 
smile. "Don't marry him, my Ursula! If 
thou dost, I shall give thee my benediction" 
(and he extended two fingers on the top of her 
head), ''and thou wilt never hear of me again." 

Ursula laughed and said: "I should not 
suit Monsieur de Saldes at all, my good 
Jacques, and he is far too wise not to be aware 
of that fact; and as for me, I would a great 
deal rather marry the man in the moon — so 
thou hast nothing to fear. He hates thee 
to-night, does he? Last night it was Miss 
Blankeney. Art thou reconciled to her?" 
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"No, my angel," he answered, "and nerer 
shall be. Thou langhest at all my instincts, 
but they are perfectly correct. It is an affair of 
magnetism, all that, and to a magnetic subject 
like myself first impressions are quite infallible. 
But besides the warnings of presentiment and 
instinct which thou treatest with contempt, 
there is a fatal something else at work between 
Meess and myself which causes a deadly and 
invincible enmity in her bosom. Thou dost 
not know the misfortune that befell me the 
day after I arrived in Paris. I lost my way in 
the hotel, and could not find my own door, 
and went into her room by mistake. Ah ! she 
was abominable ! She had a little rat's-tail of 
hair hanging down behind, and a huge false 
plait in her hand; and she had false things 
on before, and false things on behind, and 
false things on all round: everything was 
false except her great teeth and her miserable 
spindles. She screamed, and frisked wildly 
about the room, foaming at the mouth, and 
saying, ^Sortez! sortez!' in a state of fiiry. 
But I was glued to the ground, paralysed with 
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horror, and I couldn't move. At last she 
hurled her plait at me, and I fled. But these 
are things a woman never forgives. I know all 
her little secrets, and she knows that I know 
them ; and ever since that day she has always 
wished that I was dead. I see it in her face 
very often ; I know the expression quite well." 

After we had been laughing a little while 
at this adventure, Ursula, who was extremely 
fond of chess, and who wished for her revenge 
after being beaten the night before, proposed 
that we should have a game ; but a very decided 
stop was put to this suggestion by Madame 
Olympe, who said — 

"Ursula, you shall not play at chess; it is 
a horrid game ; it withdraws people completely 
from the rest of society, and swallows them up. 
I will not have you play. As for Bessie " — 
and she stooped down and kissed me — "she 
is ill, and may play if she pleases." After 
which grand but somewhat idle concession, she 
opened the piano, and the evening was spent 
in most delightful music. Monsieur Ren^ was 
the first Frenchman I had ever known who was 
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really conversant with the works of Mendels- 
sohn, and really appreciated them. Far from 
appearing taken with Ursula, he seemed to me 
to have rather an antagonistic feeling towards- 
her than otherwise. He was singularly cold 
and niggardly in his praise of her singing, 
expressing admiration only when positively 
appealed to by Madame Olympe, in her enthu- 
siasm. She had been singing some things of 
Rossini's, and after a sort of obliged compli- 
ment to her perfect execution of them, he 
inquired if she never indulged in more serious 
music than that. She then sang the great air 
from the Orfeo quite magnificently. He, how- 
ever, merely remarked that it had been origin- 
ally written for a high tenor, and lost immensely 
by being arranged for a woman's voice. 

" I don't care," said Ursula. ** Everybody 
is not so learned as you, Monsieur de Saldes, 
and there is so very little real contralto music 
existing, that I am willing to rob on all sides, 
wherever I can adapt my theft successfully to 
my means." 

"I will write a new oratorio of Samson," 
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said Monsieur Jacques* ^'And Samson shall 
be a contralto, and thou shalt sing it — ^thou 
who art strong." 

" But how wilt thou write it ? " said Ursula 
— "thou who art not strong? One does but 
what one is. Thou dear old ninny/' she went 
on caressingly, "thou hast a little soul: how 
wilt thou do great things with it? But thou 
hast a tender soul, and a fanciful brain, and of 
grace, tenderness, and fancy thou wilt always 
be master. Thou canst but what thou art 
Write me a cantata of David before he went 
up to slay the Philistine, in the flower of his 
shepherd days, and I will sing that for thee." 

Monsieur de Saldes then came to me and 
begged me to play something. I hesitated a 
little, for I thought it would sound very poor 
after the singing, but he insisted, adding, "I 
believe I am very peculiar, but I confess I like 
instrumental music (even the piano) better than 
singing." 

I played one after the other of the Lieder 
ohne Worte for him. He knew them all, and it 
was quite delightftd to play to so absorbed and 
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enjojdng a listener* His maimer, too, was 
quite charming, so gentle, and with something 
of a pleasant deference about it — a sort of 
perfume of another day, and* which is quite 
gone out of fashion. Madame Olympe and 
Jacques then played us some of Beethoven's 
sonatas for piano and violin, and I retired to 
my sofa and crochet, where I was followed by 
Monsieur de Saldes, who very good-naturedly 
helped me to wind my wool. Once, during the 
Adagio of the wonderful sonata in C minor, I 
happened to look up at him; he was holding 
his hands quite still and the worsted wouldn't 
run : I saw that his thoughts Were far away and 
his eyes quite full of tears. 



PART m 



We break£Eisted earlier on Thursday on account 
of the hunting. When I came into the 
drawing-room, I found Monsieur Send reading 
the newspaper in the sun. 

''Ton are going with Olympe to the meet 
this morning, are you not?" he said. I told 
him that I was. 

''No doubt, as a true Englishwoman, you 
will have a contempt for our sport, and think 
fox-hunting infinitely superior; but I am sure 
that the artistic feeling of which you are so 
full will be delighted with the forest At all 
events, we can lay claim to one superiority in 
the fact of our hunting being compatible with 
lovely scenery. Do you ever hunt in England, 
Miss Hope?" 

I told him that in the first place my means 
did not allow of it, and that in the second I 
was afiraid my nerves would not either. 
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** I often wish I were less cowardly," said I. 

"Ah, do not wish you were other than 
you are ! If women could only be made to 
comprehend their true position " 

" It will be hard," answered I, laughing, " if 
between you and Monsieur Berthier we do not 
get to understand it at last." 

" Do not misjudge me," said he. " No one 
can think more highly of women than I do. In 
tact, in quickness of perception, in delicacy of 
feeling, in the unerring justice with which you 
instinctively arrive at conclusions which we 
only reach through circuitous paths of cumbrous 
logic, you stand alone. Steadfastness, patience, 
tenderness, pity, these are the jewels of your 
crown — that crown which the strong-minded 
woman despises in her ambitious endeavour to 
attain to the male virtues that in her become 
simply detestable. Yesterday I was so struck 
with the contrast between yourself and Miss 
Hamilton when we were speaking of Renan." 

" Oh ! " answered I, " I liked what she said 
so much ; it was exactly what I was longing to 
say. 
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*' Bat, thank Heaven, did not/' he inteirapted. 
'^ Nothing could be a better example of what I 
mean. The clear, unerring inind was there, the 
quick perception, the fine moral sense which 
instinctively detects a want of truth in the 
heart of things : all that was absent was the 
male energy of Miss Hamilton — ^an absence in 
which, to me, lay the very secret of the charm." 

** She is so absolutely truthful and fearless," 
said I. 

" Yes," he answered. " One may admire her, 
but what one loves is a tender, trembling little 
woman, doubting of herself, and looking up to 
man as to her natural guide and protector. 
Don't you see not only how well this attitude 
becomes you, but also how admirably it works ? 
When you are womanly you make us manly: 
these touching and gentle appeals stir all the 
depths of our buried tenderness, and bring it to 
the surface. A woman who has no need of 
this, but can do battle for herself, is generally 
left to do it. Tou will see that Miss Hamilton's 
conquests will not be among men, but among 
women. Olympe, Jeanne, yourself, already are 
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all more or less at her feet, and this by a 
natural law. It is simply the masculine ele- 
ment in her which you are all unconsciously 
adoring. Now to me, by the same law, she is 
in consequence of it repellent and unattractive." 

'^ But all men do not feel as you do/' said I. 
*^ Monsieur Dessaix is devoted to her, and he is 
a man/' 

" Is he ? " said Monsieur de Saldes. *' Some- 
times I feel quite bewildered between them, and 
in doubt whether to call her Monsieur Hamilton, 
or him Mademoiselle Dessaix/' 

We breakfasted in a great hurry, for Lady 
Blankeney and Maria were going oflF by train to 
Paris. The former took leave of every one but 
Miss Hamilton and myself with effusion. There 
was a slight degree of nervous coldness in the 
manner in which she bade Ursula good-bye and 
said they should meet shortly in Paris, and a 
charming mixture of condescension and in- 
civility in her farewell to me. I was delighted 
when they drove off: a little of the mother 
went a long way, and as for Maria, I do not 
think I ever beheld any human being so 
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wrapped np in, encompassed by, and ntterly 
saturated with sell The positiveness of the 
preoccupation became monstrous when con- 
trasted with the n^;atiyeness of her nature 
in every other respect: even the natural laws 
seemed in her mind to exist as but with refer- 
ence to herself^ and she never spoke of the 
weather as other people do, remarking in a 
general way, "It is warm — ^it is windy — it is 
rainy," as the case might be, but always said, 
'' I shall be hot— I shall be cold— I shall be 
wet,** in a manner entirely her own. 

Monsieur Berthier preferred walking in the 
forest to coming in the carriage with us, and 
Monsieur Dessaix had music to write, and evi- 
dently thought that a day in the open air might 
be the death of him : so the driving party con- 
sisted solely of Madame Olympe and myself 
At a little after eleven she came in, looking 
like a magnificent wall-flower, with a dark- 
brown tweed dress shot with crimson, a deep 
orange-coloured silk handkerehief tied loosely 
round her throat, and a golden pheasant's wing 
in her hat She had, as usual, her hands filled 
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with flowers, but this time they were little 
nosegays of Parma violets, which she dis- 
tributed to Ursula, Jeanne, Monsieur de Saldes, 
and Monsieur Charles, who were all going to 
ride, and who stuck them into the button- 
holes of their coats and habits. The open 
carriage came to the door at half-past eleven. 
Ursula, at the last moment, had some slight 
dispute with Monsieur de Saldes, and in her 
habit, just as she was, she jumped into the 
carriage with Madame Olympe and myself. 

It was a splendid autumn morning. The 
earth sparkled in every direction like precious 
stones, the dew lay like diamonds in the grass, 
and the air was full of floating gossamers (the 
Virgin's threads, as they are called in France), 
as we bowled down the hill to the river. Over 
the great bridge we went, and straight at once 
into the forest. It is all divided into long 
alleys, which lead into large green open places, 
or carrefours^ from which six or seven different 
roads diverge, and in the centre of which there 
is an enormous signpost giving the direction of 
each. I should have thought it impossible to 
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find one's way without these, one path seemed 
so exactly to resemble another; but Madame 
Olympe told me that the gentlemen were often 
out after nightfall, and managed to pilot them- 
selves successfully even when it was far too 
dark to read what was written on the posts. 

It was an enchanting drive to the place of 
rendezvous. Generally the wood lay packed 
away on each side of the open roads. The 
trees were not large, as in our forests, but 
slender young slips, growing all close together, 
through which driving would have been im- 
possible, and walking for the most part difficult 
and unpleasurable ; but one looked into depths 
of delicate leaves, until the whole atmosphere 
seemed to be a sort of pale transparent glow- 
worm-green, as one rolled along with gentle 
motion and noiseless wheels over the yielding 
sand. Sometimes we drove for a long way 
under large trees through the very heart of the 
forest. In one place all the boles of the trees 
were covered with lichen; they looked like 
metal shafts of some strange gnome palace. 
Here we went along with a soft crushing sound 
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over precious emerald mosses and the red gold 
of fidlen beech leaves — the whole air filled with 
delicious autumn savours, musky gusts of a 
wild woodland odour, and the bitter fragrance 
of bruised leaves. At last we got to the 
ca/rrefour^ or place of the rendezvous, and 
drew up before the door of a little country 
inn, where we saw the men and dogs who 
had been seeking out the track of the wild 
boar, and who had just arrived. 

Two hours before daybreak these four men, 
with four dogs, go out with lanterns to seek the 
track; this is technically called the oiler cm 
hois. These hounds (limiers) are mute, and 
never follow the track of roebuck, rabbit, or 
hare. The forest is divided among them into 
four separate allotments, and each man with 
his dog explores the portion appointed for him, 
taking care never to interfere with the beat of 
the others. The next thing done is to prendre 
les grands devants. This consists in going 
round and round each division in ever narrow- 
ing circles, until they come upon the track, 
or hris^e^ which takes its name from the 



148 A WEEK IN 

custom of breaking a branch as soon as the 
trace is found-which branch they lay upon 
the ground with the point turned in the direc- 
tion of the track. They then come back with 
their limiers, after a walk of about six hours, 
to the rendezvous (which generally takes place 
at twelve o'clock, or thereabouts), and dress 
themselves properly in the livery of the hunt. 

By degrees people on foot, and people on 
horseback, and people in open carriages began 
to assemble. The ladies, who all appeared to 
be more or less acquainted, got out of their 
various vehicles to speak to each other; and 
hairy men dismounted, or reined up, and 
bowed and talked to those ladies who re- 
mained in their carriages. There was one 
coachful of cousins from the village of Sept- 
Moulins, about four miles away from Mamy; 
another with some smart ugly women, whom 
nobody knew, from the neighbouring town; 
one fat old lady was drawn by a couple of 
superb Percheron horses, small, robust, well- 
built animals of the old French post-horse 
breed, snow-white, with thick tails sweeping 
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the ground, and powerful manes, that flew out 
to the wind like great sheets of silver in the 
sun: they were fiery, restive creatures, and 
looked splendid as they kept neighing and paw- 
ing the ground with impatience whenever they 
had to stand still for a single instant Last 
of all arrived a sort of charming open char-d- 
banCf with pretty Madame Prdvost, her kind- 
looking old husband, and a most absurd old 
friend, with a large red nose and a curly grey 
wig, who always lives with them, and whose 
name, I was told, was Hdg^sippe Gigonnet. 
Their carriage is a very popular one: it is 
laden with all sorts of good eatables, which 
are liberally distributed to the hungry, and also 
with brandy, arnica, plaster, and other useful 
remedies, in case of any simple accident. 

The ladies' dress was an extravagant imitation 
of the out-of-door costume of our own English- 
women — ^the looped-up gown and coloured 
petticoat beneath ; but in spite of every variety 
of rainbow tint which their gaudy skirts dis- 
played, they presented a dowdy appearance, 
very different from the smart, neat look which 
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a well-appointed Englishwoman has when she 

is properly got up for walking. They wore 

ugly hats of fanciful shapes, but one felt at ! 

a glance that they were bom to put nothing 

but Parisian bonnets of the latest fashion upon 

their heads, and to do no real out-of-door 

work. Presently Monsieur Charles, Monsieur 

de Saldes, and Jeanne came up, and then 

Monsieur Charles was informed of the diflferent 

tracks that had been found by the limiers. 

The servants of the hunt are called by 
picturesque names that all bear some reference 
to the sport. The huntsman or piqtieur (pro- 
nounced piqv£ux) was called Latrace — his 
real name was Martin ; there were five valets- 
de-chien^ or whippers-in, on horseback, whose 
hunting names were La Bos^e, La Feuille, 
Fanfare, La Bris^e, La Broussaille; and there 
was one valet-de-chien on foot, who was called 
Temp6te. La Broussaille and Temp6te brought 
with them about sixty hounds to the meet: 
some of these dogs were French, but the 
greater proportion of them were fox-hounds 
got over from England. I jumped out of the 
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carriage and went with Monsieur de Saldes 
to talk to them. They looked so natural 
and so sweet, with their heavy jaws and 
gentle eyes, waving their tails and making 
good-natured grumbling expostulations with 
fine bass voices. 

Monsieur Charles having decided upon the 
track, about twenty out of the sixty were des« 
patched in separate relays to different parts 
of the forest where the boar was supposed 
to be likely to pass. These hounds were older 
and rather slower that the others, and were 
called the old pack (la vieille meute). The 
forty remaining hounds were kept for follow- 
ing the track. Out of these, eight of the 
very best were selected to make the attack; 
the rest were divided into relays of about four 
couple, which were held in leashes by the 
vcdets-de-chien. 

We now all got back into our carriages, and, 
accompanied by a field of about fifty or sixty 
people, began to move towards the spot where 
the beast was supposed to be. When we arrived 
there, the eight chiens dJattaque were put into 
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the coyer, followed by the huntsman on foot. 
We coasted along on the outside, guided by 
the rushing of the animals through the leaves, 
and the huntsman's cries of Hon ! — hou ! 
Aprbs! La voie! (the right road). Volcdet! 
(here it is). Suddenly he caught sight of the 
boar, and struck up the fanfare of the somglier 
upon his horn, the dogs gave tongue, the 
gentlemen dashed off, blowing the sanglier 
with all their might, the vodets-de-chien tore 
along, almost dragged off their horses by the 
pulling of the hounds in leash, and we set off 
at a hand-gallop, followed by all the other 
carriages. It was a charming and a very varied 
spectacle. There was none of the uniformity 
of get-up that characterises an English field ; 
every one had turned out in different costume ; 
most of the gentlemen of the neighbourhood, 
who were personal friends of Monsieur Charles, 
wore his white uniform with the maroon fac- 
ings ; then there were men in all sorts of cut- 
away and fly-away coats — some in elaborate 
suits of velveteen knickerbockers; a party of 
cuirassiers quartered in the neighbouring town 
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appeared in regimentals, and bumped along 
after the boar in true hauteScole style. 

Suddenly, at the end of one of the long 
alleys, we saw the boar leap across the road. 
It was a ragot or middle-sized one, the most 
dangerous sort of all. Immediately all the 
horns struck up the fanfare of the ragot^ the 
tearing, dragging hounds were loosed at last 
from the leashes, and away we all pelted in 
frdl chase, the horns blowing the volcdet and 
the hien-aller with might and main. It was 
not English sport. I do not know if it was 
good sport ; of this I was no judge, but the 
excitement of that morning rush through the 
great glades of the sunlit forest, with the music 
and the animation of the whole scene, was a 
thing never to be forgotten. Ursula's eyes were 
staring wide open for the first time in her life, 
and Madame Olympe was screaming at the top 
of her voice. At last they got before us and 
out of sight, and we lost the track, and stopped 
for about a quarter of an hour, listening in 
vain for the fanfare to guide us. We then 
drove wildly about the forest in every direction, 
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sometimes £Edntly catching, sometimes losing 
again, the sound of the horns in the distance. 
Once the coachman called out, and we all 
stood up in the carriage as a company of 
stags, startled by the noise, bounded grandly 
one afiter another across the road right in front 
of us. We were entirely thrown out, and at 
last came to a halt in one of the green places, 
not knowing in the least which path to take. 
We waited here for about half-an-hour in 
great despondency, afraid that our day's sport 
was over, when suddenly Monsieur Charles, 
followed by Jeanne, Monsieur de Saldes, and 
five or six gentlemen, came galloping by, 
blowing the d^buch4 as hard as he could. 
**To the left! to the left!" he shouted, as 
he flew past, and we wheeled round, and to 
the left we galloped too. The dehuche meant 
that the beast had taken to the open. We 
followed full tilt, got at last to the border of 
the plain, and saw the boar cross it with the 
whole field in hot pursuit, and then madly 
dashing into the river, swim across to a small 
island in the middle, where he presently landed 
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with the hounds in fall cry at his heels, and 
was lost in the thicket. The sun was going 
down in a sea of molten gold as the horns 
played first the hat Veau (gone to the water), 
and then the first half of the hcdali. The 
river gave back the forms of the men and 
horses and trees upon the bank with such 
transparent clearness that they seemed liter- 
ally living over again in the water. What 
a scene it was — ^all loveliness and peace! I 
cannot say how the spectacle of the solemn 
dying day at once turned the current of my 
feelings, or how discordant and savage the 
cries of all those men, hunting a wretched, 
animal to the death in the quiet face of 
nature, suddenly became to me. After a few 
minutes the poor beast emerged at the other 
end of the island, and, still followed by his 
yelling persecutors, in despair took to the 
water a second time. Shot after shot was 
fired at him in vain as he swam vigorously 
for the mainland. At last Latrace jumped 
into the stream as he neared the shore, 
and stabbed him with his hunting-knife au 
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d^faut de VSpavle^ in the one vulnerable place 
— ^the joint just behind the shoulder — while 
the horns struck up the last part of the hakdi, 
which is never played until the boar is killed. 

And then we all turned homeward, and 
under that gentle sky I felt conscience- 
stricken, and rather as if I had been assist- 
ing at a murder. It was dark and coldish by 
the time we got back to the house, and 
very cheering and pleasant was that large 
room, bright with candle and fire-light, and 
not less so the cup of tea that dear Madame 
Olympe made for us. Presently Jeanne, Mon- 
sieur Charles, and Monsieur de Saldes came 
dropping in. Jeanne came up and kissed 
me very aflFectionately, as I lay on my big 
sofa resting and talking to Ursula. 

"How sweet you smell, child," said I. 

"It is my violets," she answered. "They 
are quite fresh still." 

" Bless me ! " cried Ursula, " what can have 
become of mine ? I have lost them ! I sup- 
pose they must have tumbled down as I was 
getting in or out of the carriage." 
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She then left her chair, and went away in 
a very marked manner as Monsieur de Saldes 
brought me my tea and sat down by me to 
talk over the impression that French hunting 
had made upon me. He very good-naturedly 
told me a great deal more about it. Boars 
of all ages are hunted. There are the 
marcassins or babies, the h4tes de compagnie 
and bStes rousses from six to eighteen months 
old — ^the ragotin^ which is about eighteen 
months old — the ragot of two years old — the 
boar in his third year — ^the boar in his fourth 
year. Then there is the huge solitaire^ who 
lives alone, and for whom they play the 
royale fanfare^ the solitaire mir^ (an old 
fellow with his tusks turned down, so that 
he cannot toss the dogs), and the laie^ or 
female, for whom the fanfare of the meunHre 
is played. 

The first half of the hcdaii is played when 
the boar is at bay; the second when he is 
killed, and he is never killed until he has 
been at bay. There is also the halali tenante 
— when the boar at bay tosses some of the 
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hounds and then begins running again. If 
the animal is very fierce, in order to save 
the hounds the gentlemen will sometimes 
dismount and prick him with their hunting- 
knives to cause a diversion. The boar then 
leaves the dogs and rushes at the men, and 
there is a general sauve qui pent — ^up trees 
or anywhere. Sometimes the men as well as 
the dogs get wounded. Last season Latrace 
had his leg ripped up by the boar's tusks, 
and was badly hurt. The cries of vocelet or 
volcelet, and vlavt — vUmt! which are continu- 
ally heard during the hunt, are corruptions 
of voild ce Vest^ le voild Id haut. The morning 
after the hunt the missing hounds are tracked 
out, and found wounded or dead. The men 
take other dogs with them, whose ears they 
pull to make them cry, and so attract their 
wounded and lost companions. The UmierSy 
who find the first trace of the boar, are put 
into a cart and driven home from the meet 
by Madame Moreau — an old woman about 
ttie chateau who does every sort of job- 
sometimes goes to fetch letters and sometimes 
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goes to fetch bread. We met her in the 
forest going back to Mamy, with four or 
five of the great circular loaves of common 
household bread which the servants eat, slung 
like so many necklaces round her mahogany- 
coloured old throat. 

When Ursula and I went up to dress for 
dinner we took no light with us, as we had 
fire and candles in our own room. At the 
head of the stair was Monsieur Berthier's 
room, and just beyond it was a swing-door, 
which one had to pass in order to get to 
Monsieur Dessaix's room and ours. On open- 
ing this we nearly knocked down Monsieur 
Jacques, who was standing hidden behind it, 
and who had not heard us approach. 

"Oh! Jacques, have I hurt you?" ex- 
claimed Ursula, with concern, for it was she 
who had pushed the door. "But what are 
you doing there in the dark just behind the 
door?" 

"It is abominable," he said, in a whisper. 
"They do not love me here. I have had a 
miserable day — ^I have passed it (all of it !) 
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behind this door. Have you seen his room ? " 
he continued, indicating Monsieur Berthier's. 
"Have you seen how large it is? twice as 
large as mine I After you were gone this 
morning, he and I came upstairs to write. 
After a little while I heard him go down, 
and I thought I would peep into his room. 
I had only time just to see how nice and 
big it was — ^for crac! he was up again in a 
minute. I suppose he had only gone to put 
his letter in the box. So I jumped back 
and hid behind the door, and watched till he 
went down again, and then I took another 
peep. It is much, much nicer than mine ! I 
have watched him go down three times, and 
each time I have seen some fresh nice thing 
that he has.'' 

"What dreadful nonsense, Jacques," said 
Ursula. 

" He has two jugs — a large one and a little 
one. I have only one small one." 

" For shame ! " she said indignantly. " How 
could you go into another person's room in that 
way?" 
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'' And a tea-service, and a gilt Cupid on the 
top of his looking-glass." 

She took him by the shoulder, and putting 
him into his own room, shut the door angrily 
upon his complaints. 

The evening was spent chiefly in making 
out the programme for the Sunday's music. 
Ursula found that she could stick an '^ O 
Salutaris^^ upon the beginning of Stradella's 
song, which carried her through the first eight 
bars, after which she boldly merged into 
*'ovunque il guardo io giro, cerco te, guardo, 
te, sospiro," &c. I was sorry that she had 
determined to do it, but she seemed to look 
at the matter altogether from an artistic point 
of view, and as it was a Roman Catholic 
church, not to see any reason against it. And 
Madame Olympe's mind was entirely divided 
between her ecstasy at the notion of hearing 
Ursula's great voice and grand style in the 
ample space of a church — where they would 
have room to spread themselves — and her 
pleasure in the gratification which she knew 
it would give to the poor cur6 to have such 
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fine music for the occasion of his confinnation. 
Monsieur Jacques had been pacified by my 
representation that his coming had been alto- 
gether unexpected, and that Monsieur Berthier 
and Monsieur Kiowski were both in possession 
before his arriyal; and he entered with zeal 
into the details of the programme, and was 
of the greatest service in selecting and arrang- 
ing the progression of the pieces. Monsieur 
Berthier, Monsieur de Saldes, and I sat and 
talked together, and I made the former especi- 
ally happy by translating for his benefit Ford's 
speech in the Merry Wives of Windsor — 
**Then she plots, then she ruminates, then she 
devises : and what they think in their hearts 
they may effect, they will break their hearts 
but they will effect." He was enchanted with 
this. "What a genius!" he cried. "How 
he knows the heart of woman ! How he 
must have known the English woman ! " And 
nothing would serve but he must learn the 
sentiment by rote in the original tongue ; after 
which he passed the whole evening saying at 
intervals, " Zen zey ruminaate, Zen zey devaise^* 
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and smiling contentedly to himself. The next 
day he left us for Paris, to the regret of every 
one, for he was so gentle and amiable that it 
was quite impossible not to like him. "And 
such a true gentleman/' said Madame Olympe ; 
**so unlike Lady Blankeney, with her eternal 
* Countess ' and ' Marquis/ She thinks it quite 
Faubourg St. Germain (to use her own favourite 
expression), whereas it is precisely Faubourg 
St. Germain that never does it. Prince or 
Princesse are the only titles ever given in 
addressing people— everything under that rank 
is simply spoken to as Monsieur or Madame 
de So-and-So." 

" But," said I, " does not Jeanne always call 
Monsieur Charles Marquis ? " 

**Yes," she replied, "but that is her sauci- 
ness — a sort of little nickname, as boys in 
England call their father * governor' — nothing 
more." 

In the afternoon Madame Olympe took me 
over in her pony-chair to Sept-Moulins. Said 
she : " We have had a specimen of an 
English institution in Maria Blankeney — I 
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will now show you one of a French institu- 
tion." 

After a very pretty drive of about three- 
quarters of an hour, we arrived at the ch&teau. 
It was a picturesque old place, in the middle 
of a very good imitation of an English park, 
and surrounded by a broad moat, filled with 
water. Luckily they were all at home, and 
we were let in. The first person I was pre- 
sented to was Monsieur Henri de Caradec, the 
master of the house — an amiable, courteous 
old man in his hundredth year, in the posses- 
sion of all his faculties, and having preserved 
to that venerable age that rarest of all faculties 
— the power of loving and of being loved. He 
lives here with his sweet old wife, who, being 
only eighty-four, is looked upon by him almost 
as a child. Nothing ever was more charming 
than the tender attachment of these dear old 
people : everything said by the one has refer- 
ence to the other; and they cannot be happy 
for five minutes out of each other^s sight. 
Living under the same roof with them are 
Monsieur Octave de Caradec, their eldest son, 
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and his wife, Madame de Lanneray (Monsieur 
Octave's eldest daughter), with her handsome 
young husband and their little Th^r^se of 
four years old, and Mademoiselle Marie de 
Caradec, her unmarried sister, a young woman 
of about twenty, with a delightful countenance. 
Madame de Beaumont, Monsieur Henri's only 
daughter, a widow, with a grown-up son, also 
inhabits the chateau. 

When we came away I asked Madame 
Olympe if it was the general custom in France 
for families to live in this patriarchal manner, 
and if it worked successfully? She said that 
the custom was almost universal, and that as 
to its working, no doubt there were occasional 
disputes and differences, since where humanity 
is offence must needs come ; but that on the 
whole the families so united generally lived 
happily together, and were strongly attached 
to each other. Certainly I had hardly ever 
seen anything so charming as that old man 
playing with his little great-grandchild, and I 
must confess that it seems to me both pious 
and natural to crown old age with fresh 
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garlands of spring, rather than as we do in 
England, when the blossoms and leaves have all 
dropped off, to leave it naked and alone to die. 
As we drove home Madame Olympe talked 
a great deal about Monsieur de Saldes, much 
of his gifts and accomplishments, and more 
still of the wretched manner in which he had 
thrown them all away. "With his talents," 
she said, "he might have distinguished him- 
self in a thousand ways; he has had oppor- 
tunity after opportunity offered him of doing 
something with his life, but he is utterly 
devoid of ambition, and his supreme indolence 
and consistent system of self-indulgence have 
induced him steadily to reject them alL It 
has ended with isolating him a good deal, for 
while his real taste for art and science renders 
the usual run of men in his own position of 
life wearisome and distasteful to him,| his 
want of application and concentration, and a 
certain inconvenient fastidiousness and cap- 
riciousness of temperament, prevent him from 
associating with people of another class who 
would interest him. He is a pedant among 
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fashionable men, and a man of fashion among 
the learned, and so he remains like the Halb- 
Hexe in Faust^ suspended between earth and 
heaven and fit for neither — helpless, hurtful, 
and charming!" 

I told her of Monsieur Jacques' terror about 
Ursula and Monsieur Ren^. She laughed and 
remarked that she did not think that he need 
be under any sort of apprehension on that 
score, for that Ursula's manner to Monsieur 
de Saldes always indicated the most perfect 
indifference, while his to her seemed almost 
to express antipathy. 

" You are. the person who appears to have 
captivated him, my dear Bessy," she said, and 
added, ^^If your mother had not told me of 
your engagement, my dear child, I should 
have felt a little anxious and nervous about 
it; conquests over Ren^ are worse than 
defeats. Ah! isn't it sad to think that with 
all his power and all his charm, his pro- 
gress through life will have been marked by 
nothing but the tears of a few women who 
have loved him ? " 
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"Dear Madame Olympe," I answered, "I, 
as you know, bear a charmed life; bat are 
you never afraid for Jeanne? She is very fond 
of him, and he is so attractive, and so often 
here ! " 

" Yes," answered Madame Olympe ; " but 
Jeanne is a wonderful child : her acute obser- 
vation and the justness of her mind are quite 
remarkable. Thank God, she has little ima- 
gination, and abundant common sense and 
principle, and when she does love, it will be 
a good man. Fancy her coming to me the 
other day and saying with the utmost gravity, 
'Send for the doctor, maman — Ren^ is ill. 
Baptiste was despatched early this morning 
for the cur6, and he has been closeted with 
him for the last half-hour. Een^ has no doubt 
had his crampes badly in the night/ " 

" Monsieur Ren6 is not much given to reli- 
gious observance, I imagine ? " said I. 

"Only, as Jeanne says, when he has his 
crampes. He is never religious but when he 
has an indigestion, and then he becomes 
superstitious." 
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In the evening Madame Martin (Latrace's 
little wife of seventeen) came up with two or 
three young girls from the village to try her 
duet with Jeanne, and some of the choruses 
which were to be performed on Sunday. 
Madame Olympe accompanied, and Monsieur 
Jacques was indefeitigable in helping to teach 
them all their parts. I, as usual, lay on my 
sofe. talking to Ursula on one side and to 
Monsieur de Saldes on the other. 

"To-morrow is the meet of the stag^ 
hounds/' said he. " Shall you go to it, Miss 
Hope ? " 

"No," said I, laughing, "I think not. I 
have not quite got over the emotion of yester- 
day's sport yet" 

"Good heavens!" cried Ursula, "how I 
wish I could go. But there will be nothing 
all day but rehearsing, I suppose, and it will 
be out of the question." 

"I like you for not liking it," continued 
Monsieur Rend, smiling charmingly at me, and 
taking no notice whatever of Ursula's speech. 
"It would not be womanly — ^it would not be 
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you to take plearaie iu putting anything to 
death.'' 

^'Aie yon fond of no sort of sport, 
Bessy f said Uisnla. ''Do you never fish?" 

''No,** I said. "I tried once, but I was 
such a dreadfol fiool that I could neither 
put the worms on nor take the fish off 
the hook, and so I thought I had better not 
try again.** 

''I loTe it!" she said. "I am sure one 
is bom a sportsman just as one is bom a 
poet or a painter, or anjrthing else. I could 
fish firom morning to night, and shooting is 
more exciting still." 

"Shooting!" said I. "Can you shoot, 
Ursula ? Do you mean to say that you know 
how to shoot?" 

"Yes," she answered, "and I delight in it. 
I shot at the country place of some friends 
of mine in Italy, and was quite clever at 
bringing down my hares and rabbits — running, 
I beg to state, not sitting. It's the best fim 
in the world!" 

"Do you also consider it good fiin. Miss 
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Hamilton, when you manage to wound your 
game without killing it?" asked Monsieur de 
Saldes in his gentle voice* 

"Well," answered she coolly, "perhaps that 
is not quite so pleasant, but one gives them 
a little tap on the head with the wrong end 
of the gun, you know" (and she clacked her 
tongue against her palate), "and that soon 
puts them out of their pain." I saw that 
she had felt the inimical tone of his remark, 
and that her spirit was up. 

" Luckily for me," said Monsieur de Saldes, 
"I am generally a dead shot. My nerve is 
inferior to yours, Miss Hamilton" (and he 
bowed). " Although I am a man, I have never 
yet been able to give a wounded creature that 
little tap you speak of." 

"You prefer pampering your own squeam- 
ishness ? " inquired she innocently. 

I, who had seen her quite unable to kill a 
wasp in our bedroom only the night before, 
knew she did not mean a word of what she 
was saying, but that she was stung by his 
contemptuous manner, and getting into one 
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of her defiant moods. So I endeayomed to 
start another subject, and asked her if she 
did not intend to try hex voice in the chnich 
before singing there on Sunday. 

''Oh dear, yes!" she said. ''We are to 
have a grand rehearsal there to-moiiow. How 
I do wish it was a theatre instead of a chnrch, 
and that I was going to sing to a dear good 
honest paying public that could hiss me if 
it chose!" 

Monsieur de Saldes' face expressed unmiti- 
gated disgust " You once seriously entertained 
some thought of going on the stage, did you 
not?'' said he. "I am afiraid it has cost you 
a great deal to give it up?" 

" More than you can conceive," she replied, 
complacently looking up at him from under 
her half- shut eyelids. "I cannot imagine 
anything more honourable than to work for 
one's bread, or anything more delightful than 
to earn it by civilising and refining a sym- 
pathising multitude." 

"It must be gratifying, indeed," said he, 
"to pass one's evenings exposed to the gaze 
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of every idiot who chooses to pay his half-crown 
for his stare, and equally delightful to spend 
one's days in the society of profligate and 
uneducated vagabonds." 

" Ah yes — I haven't tried profligacy yet," 
said Ursula, getting beyond all bounds in her 
desire to anger him. " But I must own that I 
find virtue uncommonly difficult, and upon the 
whole rather tiresome. With regard to vaga- 
bonds, I think when you made your last civil 
observation, it must have escaped your memory 
that my mother was one of the vagabonds in 
question, and that in preferring the company of 
people of genius to the exhausted atmosphere 
which appears to suit your complaint, I only 
chdsse de racer 

"Do you know this?" he said, with a most 
audacious smile, taking up a Don Juan that 
was lying on the table, and turning the title on 
the back carelessly towards her. 

"You forget yourself— how dare you!" said, 
Ursula, and she rose up opposite to him in a 
frenzy of indignation. 

"When a woman does not respect herself, 
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Miss Hamilton/* he quietly replied, ''she can 
hardly expect that other people will respect her/' 

She looked steadily at him for a few seconds 
while she straggled to say something ; but no 
sound would come, and her lips quivered, 
and her eyes closed : she then grew deadly 
white and left the room. "Oh, you hit too 
hard!" I exclaimed, in despair. ''You have 
hurt her ! " 

" Hurt her ! " he echoed. " I think she must 
be gone mad ! Hurt her ? I hope I have — 
it is quite the kindest thing left for one to 
do by her." 

I gathered up my work hastily and was 
going to follow her, when Monsieur de Saldes 
continued : " You are so young, so pure, so 
good, you do not know the face of evil, as 
a poor battered wretch like myself does. I 
implore you break oflF your intimacy with 
Ursula; she is no fit companion for you — 
indeed she is not. Depend upon it, that when 
a woman of her years already finds virtue 
wearisome, the chances are that before long 
she will find it impossible!" 
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"Monsieur Ren^," said I, "for shame ! Your 
dislike is making you do her far less than 
justice" — and I got up from the sofa. "I, 
who have known her less long, know her 
better than you do!" 

"Don't go — don't go, I beseech you," he 
said, "or I shall never forgive myself. I be- 
lieve the truth is that I absolutely loathe that 
woman ! " and he ground his teeth. 

I made no answer and was passing on, 
meaning to leave the room quietly, when 
Madame Olympe — who was standing up be- 
hind Monsieur Jacques' chair and beating 
time while he accompanied Jeanne's duet — 
suddenly caught me round the waist and 
held me fast, while she went on counting 
her "Un, deux, trois"; and so I stayed and 
grew calm as I listened. "Ave sanctissima, 
mater amabilis, ora, ora pro nobis ! " sang the 
two thin childish voices. It was wonderfully 
pure and passionless, and I wished my poor 
Ursula could have heard it. 

When I went upstairs she was in bed. I 
went close up, but she did not stir. Her thick 
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fringes of eyelashes were all matted together 
in little wet points, and the marks of tears still 
lay in wet lines all down her face. She had 
gone to sleep crying, with a small iron cross 
which had belonged to her mother — ^and which 
she always wore next her skin — grasped tightly 
in one of her hands. 

When I came down on Saturday morning, 
I found Madame Olympe busily reading a 
despatch which had just arrived from the Soeur 
Marie. 

^' Just look at it/' she said, putting it into 
my hands. "And tell me if you ever read 
anjrthing more grotesque and grim than this 
cake-and-death joke?" The letter was as 
follows : — 

^'Madame la Comtesse will be glad, no 
doubt, to learn that Madame Simon is still 
in the same state. The difficulty of swallowing 
remains very great She only took one small 
teacupful of broth, by spoonfuls, at intervals 
all through the whole of yesterday ; still there 
is no change for the worse. Yesterday, after 
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we had made her comfortable for the night, 
Madame Chevet, the nurse, said to me, *She 
will be in the other world before to-morrow/ 
But I was certain that her hour was not 
yet come, and so I laid a wager with her 
about it. The stake was a galette, and I 
have won it, since here is to-morrow and 
Madame Simon is still alive. We did it, 
Madame la Comtesse, to amuse ourselves a 
little while we were watching. Madame la 
Comtesse need send no money at present. I 
looked into Madame Simon's purse while she 
was asleep, and saw in it two bank-notes — one 
for two hundred francs and another for one 
hundred. — Madame la Comtesse's devoted and 
obedient servant, Scbur Marie." 

"Would one not believe from this," said 
Madame Olympe, when I gave her back her 
letter, " that the poor old sister was a regular 
Mrs. Gamp? Yet no one ever was tenderer 
or more devoted than she is to all those 
who suffer. It is a strange childish element 
that I have observed in many of the sisters 
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of charity and in many of the country priests 
too." 

''Has Monsiear Kiowski arrived?" asked 
Monsieur Charles, es we sat down to break- 
fast. 

"Not yet. But he will be here directly," 
answered Madame Olympe. 

''If he comes at all/' said Monsieur de 
Saldes. 

"Do you think he will not come?" asked 
Monsieur Charles. "Well, I am a little of 
your opinion. To come all the way across 
the sea (and there was such a high wind in 
the night too !) to sing a trio, seems a strong 



measure." 



" He will come," said Jeanne. 

" He will come," said Madame Olympe. 

" He will come," said Ursula. 

"What faith!" said Monsieur de Saldes. 
* ' Happy man to be so believed in ! But you 
have said nothing," and he turned to me. 
" What is your opinion ? Do you believe that 
he will come ? " 

Just then there was a great bustle outside, 
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and we heard a high voice asking breathlessly 
if we were all well and if we were in the break- 
fast-room. The door was thrown open, and 
Monsieur Kiowski appeared. He looked pale 
and tired. He had been travelling all night 
and had had a rough passage ; but he had sold 
his friend's Egeria, and, true to his word, there 
he was to sing the Tantum ergo. He was 
received with acclamations. 

Our whole day was passed in rehearsing. 
We went to the church after breakfast, and 
returned there again in the afternoon. The 
piano, which was sent down from the chateau, 
was too large to go up the small staircase 
of the tribune opposite the high altar, where 
the singing was to take place, and the noise 
and bustle of the workmen who hauled it up 
by ropes from the body of the church rather 
jarred upon my nerves. So I stayed below as 
far from it all as I could, and amused myself 
with reading a catechism which had been left 
upon one of the chairs. 

Monsieur de Saldes declined going into the 
tribune, where Madame Olympe had called him, 
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and came and sat near the high altar with 
me. This I was convinced he did to avoid 
Ursula. He and she had kept carefully apart 
from each other all day; to me she never 
once mentioned him, nor made the slightest 
allusion to his behaviour of the night before. 
Her manner was grave, quiet, and unexcep- 
tionable ; but her whole aspect was one of 
concentrated pride, and I saw that she had 
been deeply offended. 

The singers kept themselves warm with sing- 
ing, I suppose, but I was frozen when the 
afternoon rehearsal was over and we all came 
out; and having got my clogs on, I made 
up my mind to walk across the fields home. 
Monsieur Bend, who was cold too, offered to 
escort me. 

He seemed very sad, and I was obliged to 
recollect his really prosperous circumstances 
not to feel myself full of sympathy for un- 
existing misfortune. He spoke of a life hope- 
less and aimless, a failure from beginning to 
end, and was so gentle, so depressed, and so 
lovable, that I felt myself overflowing with 
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pity for him, until I remembered what Madame 
Olympe had told me of his determined re- 
jection of all employment and of every sort of 
career. I was glad when we got home, for he 
was altogether so touching about himself that, 
in a few minutes more, I am sure he would 
have made me cry — although I knew per- 
fectly well that it was all humbug. 

Monsieur Jacques came into the hall and 
began speaking to me as I was trying to 
undo one of my clogs. I could not unclasp 
it, and Monsieur de Saldes knelt down to 
help me. As he stooped a bunch of dead 
violets fell out of his breast. He hastily 
picked them up and thrust them back again, 
and I believe thought that Monsieur Jacques 
and I — who were talking together — ^had not 
perceived them ; but we both had certainly 
the same idea, for as soon as he had left 
us Monsieur Jacques called to me as I 
was going upstairs, and said again, in an 
agonised whisper, " Do not let Ursula marry 
him ! " 

" Why don't you marry her yourself? " said 
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I, laughing. ** That would settle it all com- 
fortably." 

He looked up at me with a sharp gaze of 
far-seeing misery. 

" She would wash me — and I should die ! " 
he said. 

In the evening the village-girls came up 
again to the house, and the music was worked 
at indefatigably. When we went to bed I sat 
down in an armchair by the fire, and began 
building up the bits of wood and making a 
blaze. Ursula presently came and knelt down 
by me, and after a few minutes' silence said 
to me, " Bessie, though I have not known you 
long, I love you so much that I want to take an 
immense liberty with you." 

**Take it, my dear," I answered, kissing 
her upturned forehead. " I hardly know 
what you can have to say to me that de- 
mands so solemn a preface." 

She coloured slightly, and after a minute's 
hesitation said, quickly and nervously, " Don't 
let Een^ de Saldes persuade you that he is 
fond of you." 



A FRENCH COUNTRY-HOUSE 183 

"My dear child!" I exclaimed, much sur- 
prised. 

**It is his way," she continued, "and he 
is not trustworthy. Don't let him do it!" 

" Do you mean," said I, " that it is his 
way to persuade people that he is fond of 
them, when he really does not care at all 
about them?" 

" I don't know that," she answered. " I 
have seen him very successfully make people 
think so about whom he did not care at all, 
and I have seen him like people too, as he 
does you; but, on the whole, those he liked, 
I think, came even worse off than those he 
didn't. You see he can only love just a very 
little himself; and he is always loved a great 
deal, and you mustn't love him, dear Bessie — 
indeed you mustn't. You cannot think how 
the notion of your being made unhappy by 
him has afflicted and tormented me." 

" Don't be anxious about it any more, 
dear," said I. " Why, at all events, you know, 
I am going away on Monday." 

"Yes," she replied; '*but to whom? to 
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what? to a narrow circle of exhansting and 
ongratefdl dutieSy and perhaps with a heart 
made heavy by the remembrance of what 
yon have left behind. Ah ! I cannot bear 
to think of it ! " and she flung her arms 
round me. 

She was so fiill of affectionate solicitude 
that I determined to put her mind altogether 
at ease about me. 

" Dear Ursula," I said, " I am going home 
to some one who is not like Monsieur de 
Saldes; some one who is able, thank Heaven, 
to love a great deal, and who loves me as 
much as he is able." I then told her of my 
engagement to Mr. L'Estrange. 

"No, really, dear Bessie!" she exclaimed. 
"Are you really engaged? How very, very 
glad I am that it is all right! And is he 
very charming, dear ? and should I like him ? 
and would he like me ? and do you love him 
very, very much, dear ? " 

" He is very learned and very clever, and 
quite the most charming person I ever met," 
I answered. "And he is so strong and 
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gentle and good that it is impossible not to 
love him." 

"And how long have you been engaged 
to him, dear Bessie?" she asked eagerly. 

I could not help feeling rather sad as I 
told her that we had been engaged ever 
since I was seventeen. 

" Good gracious, what a long time ! " she 
exclaimed. "Why, how long is it? how old 
are you ? " 

"I am twenty-eight, my dear," I answered, 
with a little sigh. 

" Twenty - eight ! impossible ! " she cried. 
"Why, I always fancied you were younger 
than I am." 

I laughed and said that little whitey-brown 
women with unsalient features always looked 
younger than they really were. 

" Then you have been engaged eleven whole 
years ? Good gracious, how very awful ! " she 
exclaimed. "Why didn't you marry?" 

"Because William is only a poor curate, 
dear, and could not afford to keep a wife," I 
answered. 



1 86 A WEEK IN 

** But when are you going to marry ? directly, 
now ? as soon as ever yon get back ? " 

I told her that there was no possibility of 
onr marrying nntil he got some preferment; 
that at present he had only a hundred and 
fifty pounds a year, and that of course he 
could not support a wife upon that income. 

'' Good gracious ! " she began again. "Then 
after losing the eleven best years of your 
life, you are actually going to wait for per- 
haps another eleven? Good gracious, what 
a dismal state of things ! " and she sat down 
on the ground, with her hands clasped round 
her knees, looking into the red embers. 

" My dear," said I, "I have not lost these 
eleven years, since I have passed them in 
loving the best and noblest human creature 
that I ever knew." Nevertheless, Ursula's 
discouraging view of the case affected me 
more than I was willing to own. It did 
seem rather hopeless — and she rang the 
changes on it in a way that was painful to 
me in spite of all her real kindness and my 
affection for her. 
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" Good gracious 1 " she ejaculated thought- 
fully to herself, still looking into the fire. ''And 
isn't he likely to get some preferment soon ? " 

"Indeed I cannot tell," said I. "They 
know how distinguished and how hard-work- 
ing he is — ^perhaps something may turn up 
before very long." 

"But eleven whole years! Good gracious, 
my dear, I don't see my way at all ! What 
will you do if he doesn't get any preferment ? " 
she continued after a pause. 

" Wait on, I suppose," I said, rather drearily, 
and I began not to see my way either; so I 
got into bed as quickly as I could, and pre- 
tended to be asleep, that she might leave off 
saying " Good gracious ! " at my unprosperous 
little love-affair any more. 

Our Sunday function went off very brilliantly, 
and was eminently successful The church 
was crammed from one end to the other with 
the relations and friends of the young people 
who were the principal objects of interest 
in the ceremony. I found that it was not 
a confirmation service, but the taking of their 
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first communion by the young village children 
who had just been confirmed. And what with 
the part they took and the part that we took 
in the performance, I must say that I think 
it was altogether as unedifying a spectacle 
as I ever assisted at Our programme was 
singular but effective. 

First came the glorious Tantum ergOy for 
which Monsieur Kiowski had sacrificed him- 
self with such a good grace, and which went 
beautifully — ^Monsieur Jacques, with a roll of 
music for a baton, directing for all the world 
as though we had been in a theatre. Then 
Ursula sang her Marcello psalm, and the 
grave tones went surging over the church 
in great waves of sound and sending shivers 
down one's spine. Then followed a trio — 
also by Marcello — sung by Ursula, Monsieur 
Kiowski, and Monsieur Charles : this, too, was 
beautiful and perfectly devout. After it came 
Jeanne's and Madame Martin's sweet hymn to 
the Virgin ; then a cantiqus by the village- 
girls, as trivial and profane as the romances 
one hears upon the street organs, and very 
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like them; then Ursula got up again and 
sang her Stradella love-song, transmogrified 
for the first three or four bars into an 
Scdutaris^ and then suddenly flaming out into 
very earthly ecstasies in right good Italian. 
Fortunately it was a song with a da ca/po 
to it, so that she was able to relapse into 
devotion and Latin again at the conclusion. 
It was a splendid piece of audacity, and a 
splendid piece of art; but although I could 
not help being transported with it, my con- 
science kept putting up a regretful protest 
all the time, and I could not bear her doing 
it. However, she had never been taught 
anything but singing, a^d religion has to be 
learnt as well as everything else. The per- 
formance wound up with a quartet (the most 
serious they could find) out of Rossini's 
Tancredi, sung, without any attempt at dis- 
guise, in its native Italian. Mixed up with 
all this came bits of the regular mass music, 
executed in our tribune (but not by us) upon 
a little braying, fiendish old organ with 
about as much regard to time and tune as 
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distinguishes the infant German band in 
London streets. Alternating with it came 
doleful gusts of nasal chaunting from the 
officiating priests below. No one appeared 
to have the slightest idea what was the right 
moment for anything to take place, and we 
made three or four false starts, cropping 
out into Salutarises and Amdbilises upon 
improper occasions, and being rebuked for it 
and speedily reduced to silence by Monsieur 
le Cur^, who kept up a series of mysterious 
telegraphic communications with us, by means 
of his arms, from the other end of the church, 
where he was (I suppose) praying at the high 
altar. Sometimes he gpiciously waved and 
beckoned; at other times he protested, and, 
as it were, thrust us back again into our 
seats ; and once or twice he did something 
that looked uncommonly like shaking his fist 
at us, when we persisted in opening our 
mouths in the wrong place. His energetic 
and expressive movements were all we had 
to guide us, and I think it was wonderful 
that the music did not go worse astray. 
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Then there were long orations made by two 
poor little girls in their white communion- 
frocks, who took it by turns to stand up in 
the crowded church, accusing themselves of 
the most frightful iniquities, and addressing 
long pompous harangues to the priest, to their 
parents, to the assistant spectators, to their 
companions, to the Yii^in, to God ; which 
were declaimed with the most laboured ges- 
tures—evidently perfectly unspontaneous, and 
bearing no reference whatever to the words 
they were uttering. 

"Vous me voyez prostem6e," was asserted 
by one child, standing bolt upright, who, poor 
little soul, proceeded to inform us, '^qu'elle 
avait perdu la robe de son innocence," and 
invited us with continual placid wavings of 
her arms, a shrill voice, and cheerfrd counte- 
nance, to ^^^couter ses sanglots" and ^^con- 
templer ses larmes." These recitations were 
relieved by a most remarkable set of evolu- 
tions — a sort of military entertainment without 
firearms— precipitately performed at intervals 
by all the little boys to the sound of a wooden 
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clapper played by the priest ; but the drilling 
had been incomplete, and the execution was 
rather agitated and leaving something to be 
desired. It was inexpressibly comical — ^but, at 
the same time and on that very account, 
extremely painful and disagreeable. It went 
to my heart to see children, in themselves 
sacred, and doing so sacred a thing, going 
through a series of antics which made them 
look like so many absurd little parrots and 
apes. Ursula receiyed many compliments as 
she went out, and people told her how much 
impressed they had been with the devotional 
feeling of what she had sung: her part of 
the business seemed the most solemn after 
aU. 

"Come, get in, get in!" cried Madame 
Olympe, who had gone on before us, and who 
was already seated in the carriage. " We must 
make haste if we mean to go on the river 
before it gets dark." 

" I jumped in, Ursula jumped in. Monsieur 
Charles climbed up to the box ; Jeanne, Mon- 
sieur Dessaix, and Monsieur Kiowski had 
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already started walking — taking the short-cut 
across the fields. 

" Is there room for me ? " asked Monsieur de 
Saldes. He had before said that he meant 
to walk, which was what I saw had determined 
Ursula upon driving. 

" Yes, yes, there is plenty of room ; get in ! " 
said Madame Olympe. He got in, and as he 
did so on one side, Ursula got out on the 
other. "But what are you doing?" asked 
Madame Olympe, rather impatiently. 

"Only going to run after Jeanne and 
Jacques," said Ursula, setting o£f. "My feet 
got quite frozen in that cold tribune, and I 
want to warm them." 

"There's room inside," shouted Madame 
Olympe, through the front window, to Mon- 
sieur Charles; he had no great-coat, and she 
thought he would be cold. "Get into the 
carriage and let the servant go upon the 
box." 

" But, Olympe, I am quite comfortable up 
here," he answered. 

" Get into the carriage." 

N 



194 A WEEK IN 

"I have got a shawl over my knees/' said 
he appealingly. 

** Get into the cairiage." 

'* I was just going to smoke a little cigarette,'' 
he obseryed mildly. 

** But when I tell yon to get into the car- 
riage!" she answered, her voice working np 
ominously towards the treble key. 

He did as he was bid, and we started. 
After we had gone steadily along for about 
ten minutes, one of the horses shied at a piece 
of paper that was lying in the road. Madame 
Olympe gave a scream : " It's the white horse ! " 
cried she. 

"It's the bay one," said Monsieur Ben^, 
looking out. 

The coachman whipped and whipped in vain ; 
the animal jumped and fidgeted, but would not 
go by the place. 

Madame Olympe was beginning to be a 
good deal frightened. " It's the white horse ! " 
she exclaimed again. 

Monsieur Charles now looked out in his turn. 
" No, Oljrmpe," said he, " it is the bay horse." 
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"It's the white horse!" she vociferated, 
eyeing him despotically, between two screams. 
The beast now began to kick and plunge, and 
Madame Oljmipe got into a state of the most 
imperious terror. 

"There is no white horse at all in the 
carriage," said Monsieur Charles. 

" But when I tell you that I choose that it 
should be a white horse ! " cried she, in her 
highest key, and with her eyebrows running 
straight up her forehead into her hair. It was 
too fanny, and we all went into fits of laughter, 
in which she could not help joining very 
heartily herself, in spite of her alarm. The 
gentlemen then got down, the restive creature 
was led past the obstacle, and presently we 
arrived safely at the water's edge, where we 
found the others waiting for us. 

We jumped into the boat, and pushed off 
from the shore : Monsieur de Saldes and Jeanne 
rowed. We were all very quiet; some of us 
were a little exhausted by the exertions of the 
morning, and all were depressed by the feeling 
that it was the last of our many happy excur- 
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sions. What an eyening it was ! One whole 
side of the heavens was of a deep salemn rose- 
colour, with a wondrous diaper of red-brown 
leaves embroidered upon it by the branches 
of a screen of trees which stood out in strong 
relief against it; the other side was a blaze 
of golden fire. This effect lasted the longest : 
it only seemed to grow into an ever-deepening 
amber, haunting that half of heaven like some 
brooding passionate regret, while the rose hue 
passed first into violet, then into dark purple, 
and then faded away into still silver grey. 
Soft opal tints came down from the skies and 
lay upon the face of the waters, as we rowed 
away from all the glory into a world of deli- 
cate twilight shadow. Suddenly, from the grey 
bank, burned out a single orange-coloured leaf. 
Oh! who shall explain the strange mystery 
by which one feels stabbed to the heart with 
a sharp pang of delight at some unexpected 
apparition of this kind? We all called aloud 
in one unanimous voice of salutation, as we 
floated past the little lonely flame. Presently 
the surface of the river became black as liquid 
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ebony, the moon got up, and a pleasant rhythm 
of plashing oars, always accompanied by a 
bright flash of light, was all that marked our 
gentle progress through the water. 

'* Ah ! Will no one sing and make this 
quite, quite perfect ? " said Madame Olympe. 

Monsieur Kiowski began his well-known 
air of the Sorrento boatmen, the Fata dAmalfi^ 
and Ursula joined in a second. While they 
sang, Jeanne and Bend pulled in their oars, 
and we went drifting— drifting— drifting along 
in soft darkness, listening to the passionate 
southern sounds. I could not help thinking 
that, perhaps when I am djring, that solitary 
leaf will bum into my heart once more, as I 
drift silently with closed eyes into the waters 
of the other life. 

Every one felt grieved when Madame 
Olympe unwillingly gave the signal for pull- 
ing to shore. The place where we landed 
was very shallow, and one had to step over large 
stepping-stones in the water in order to reach 
the bank. There was neither difficulty nor 
danger, and we accomplished it with perfect 
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ease. Suddenly a plaintive voice was heard 
calling upon us all to stop. It was Monsieur 
Jacques, who had remained behind unperceived, 
and who now announced that it was simply 
impossible for him to get out of the boat 
or over the stones. It wa4i quite in vain 
that we reasoned with him, and assured him 
that nothing could be easier; he stood there 
wailing and imploring, without making the 
least attempt to move, until Madame Olympe, 
touched with compassion, strode down the 
bank again, recrossed the stones, and whip- 
ping him up round the knees like a baby, 
brought him in her arms triumphantly through 
the water back to us. 

Monsieur Kiowski left us almost as soon 
as we returned to the house, very amiably 
sorry that he could not wait to escort me on 
my journey, but promising to come very soon 
and be presented to mother in town. The 
dinner was dreary — the cloud of last moments 
was upon us : Madame Olympe hardly spoke ; 
there seemed to be a sort of impassable wall 
built up between Ursula and Monsieur de 
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Saldes ; and Jeanne was miserable at losing 
us all. Monsieur Dessaix had a swelled face and 
went to bed before dinner. When we had 
gone back into the drawing-room, Madame 
Olympe began turning over our photograph- 
books. In looking through Ursula's she came 
upon a photograph of Colonel Hamilton, and 
looked at it with great interest for some time. 
She had not seen him for many years before 
his death. She then asked Ursula if she 
had no likeness of her mother ; she said 
she had a miniature of her, and went to 
fetch it. When she showed it to us, I was 
struck with the unlikeness of the expression to 
her own. The colouring was the same, and so 
were the drooping lids ; but the mouth looked 
all tremulous with tenderness, and I was at 
a loss to account for the sarcastic turn of 
Ursula's lips, until she showed us a small 
head of an Italian uncle of hers, a brother 
of her mother^s, and I saw at once where 
it came from. We had nothing whatever 
of an evening. At about half-past ten 
Madame Olympe said she had a headache, and 
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folding me in her arms with a most maternal 
embrace, bade me farewell. I had to be off 
at four in the morning in order to catch the 
tidal train, and so we separated early, and 
indeed, with our opposed elements and dis- 
positions of mind, it was quite the best thing 
to be done. 

After Ursula and I had been some time in 
our room, it suddenly occurred to me that 
Madame Olympe had never given me a small 
parcel which she wished me to take over to 
England for her ; so slipping on my dressing- 
gown, I ran down by a back staircase which 
communicated directly with her apartment, to 
see about it. I cannot say how glad I am 
that it had so happened, for I had a last five 
minutes with her, so affectionate and tender 
that I would not have lost them for all the 
world. Just as I had bid her good-night for 
the second time, I recollected having left my 
photograph-book in the drawing-room, and as 
Madame Olympe assured me that no one was 
there, I ran through a little passage which led 
straight from her room into the drawing-room 
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to look for it, or rather to feel for it. I had 
no candle, but I knew perfectly well where I 
had left it — on the top of the music-stand 
behind the curtain in the bay window — and I 
had just laid my hand upon it and felt its 
clasps, when I saw a sudden light through 
the chink of the curtain, and Ursula and Mon- 
sieur de Saldes came in together. 

" You have come down for your mother's 
miniature ? *' said he. 

" Yes, I left it on the chimney-piece," she 
answered calmly, going towards the fireplace. 

" It is there no longer," he said. ** I have 
got it. I took it because I knew you would 
come down for it, and because I wanted to 
speak to you. All day I have endeavoured to 
get near you, but your systematic avoidance 
of me rendered it impossible ; now you must 
hear me. For the last two days, for what 
reason Qod alone knows, you have appeared 
to take a strange delight in presenting your- 
self under the most repulsive and unfavour- 
able aspect. You have expressed feelings in 
every way discreditable to you, and in words 
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that, if you remember them, might make you 
blush. I now come to tell you that all this I 
am willing to overlook, to believe that it was 
temper — caprice — excitability — whatever name 
you choose to give it, and I ask you to become 
my wife." 

I never was more stupefied in my life than 
when I found myself the involuntary Recipient 
of this extraordinary confidence. However, I 
thought it so essential that these two should 
understand each other, that I quietly sat down 
in my comer, determined not for the world 
to move or interrupt them. Anything like 
the insolence of his tone and manner it was 
impossible to conceive. I was at ^a loss to 
imagine how she would answer him. 

** Your wife ? " said Ursula. The words 
dropped with awful calmness into the silence 
of the night. 

" Yes," he continued, in the same tone of 
aggressive arrogance. " I am well aware how 
terribly against you your birth and education 
have been, but I make the just allowance for 
it, and remember that partly to these dis- 
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advantages and peculiar circumstances you also 
owe your strong individuality — which, while 
it is your snare, is also one of your most 
powerful attractions." 

"Then," she said, with the most perfect 
composure, ** I am to understand that you 
overlook my unfortunate antecedents and are 
willing to marry me on account of my origin- 
ality ? This is no doubt very kind, andi highly 
flattering to me ; but I think perhaps it might 
prove a dangerous experiment to both of us. 
Why, how little you know yourself. Monsieur 
de Saldes ! Having married me for my un- 
likeness to other women, your first endeavour 
would be carefully to stamp out all the sharp 
comers of that individuality which has at 
present the good fortune to please you, and 
to blur me down into the dead level of every- 
body else. Failing to do this, as you would — for 
I am not made of very malleable stuflF — ^you 
would soon get to hate me for the very thing 
that made you like me ; after which I should 
probably have the gratification of seeing you 
devoted to some other woman immeasurably 
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my inferior — ^a Sophie de MaianT^ (this she 
said with unutterable contempt), " whose prin- 
cipal attraction would probably consist in her 
utter unlikeness to myself. No : I am sen- 
sible of the honour you do me, but I think 
the hazard too great and must decline it; 
and since a vagabond I am, a vagabond I will 
remain/' 

''It is you that do yourself injustice, not I," 
he replied, with warmth. ''It is you that say 
these hard things of yourself, not I. Should 
I ask you to be my wife if I did not know 
your real worth? It is this that drives me 
distracted to see you {you!) living with the 
sort of people you do, exposed to the odious 
familiarities of a Dessaix " 

" I do not know what reason you may have 
for speaking of Monsieur Dessaix with such 
sovereign contempt," she said. "I have my- 
self the greatest admiration for him, not only 
on account of his remarkable genius, but for 
the sake of his disinterested nature and the 
generous self-denial of his whole life. When 
at his father's death his two young sisters 
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were thrown entirely upon his hands, he was 
engaged to a woman to whom he was pas- 
sionately attached. He broke off his engage- 
ment and gave np all thoughts of marriage, in 
order to educate and provide for his sisters. 
After years of self-abnegation and hard labour, 
he has had the gratification of seeing them 
both honourably married, but his own exist- 
ence has been entirely sacrificed. Who are 
you, Monsieur de Saldes, that you despise this 
man ? Whom have you lived to benefit ? whom 
have you worked to serve?" 

"I beg your pardon," he answered, "if I 
have spoken of your friend in a way that has 
hurt your feelings. I have not the slightest 
doubt that he is a most estimable person ; but 
you are altogether of another order " 

"I have no desire whatever to repudiate 
my class — the class to which my mother 
belonged," she said very quietly. "And that 
being the case, you must perceive how totally 
unfit I am for the honour you propose to me." 

"But don't you see," he rejoined eagerly, 
"that your marriage with me at once places 
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you in an entirely different sphere — the one 
for which nature intended you? All these 
miserable antecedents and odious surroundings, 
which make me so utterly wretched, would 
by the force of circumstances die a natural 
death. Your marriage with me would at once 
remove you from them." 

" I see," said Ursula slowly. " And I should 
give up my dear old Giambattista, who, when 
my father was dead and I was left alone in 
our wretched lodging, came and fetched me 
away and brought me home to his old wife, 
and housed, and fed, and clothed me, as if I 
had been his own child. And I should also, 
no doubt, give up Jacques, who nursed me 
through that terrible smallpox, when even 
my own father was afraid to come near me, 
and I, neglected and forlorn, was left to toss 
with fever and worry through as I might — 
Jacques, who sat up night after night with 
me, fanning me, and putting little bits of ice 
into my dry mouth, as my mother might have 
done. The first day that I felt better I insisted 
on his bringing me a looking-glass. Shall I 
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ever forget it ! I burst into tears of despair ; 
and Jacques, while the tears ran down his 
own cheeks, took my hands and said, 'Do 
not weep. Thy soul is not changed. Thou 
wilt be always lovely to thy firiends!' You, 
I remember, brought me a veil, and begged 
me to wear it when you called ; the alteration 
in my complexion affected your finer sensibility 
so painfully. No, Monsieur de Saldes, I am 
properly alive to the compliment that you 
have paid me ; but I am afraid I might find 
the conditions hard, and end with dying 'of 
the burden of an honour unto which I was 
not bom.'" 

**You purposely misunderstand me! Who 
talks of compliments? who talks of honour? 
O Ursula!" he cried, in great emotion, "do 
you not see how passionately I love you ? " 

"What!" she said. "A woman who finds 
virtue wearisome ? " 

" For Heaven's sake don't recall those terrible 
words !— forget them — forget them, as I will ! " 

"What!" she continued bitterly. "A 
woman who does not respect herself?" 
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** Yes ! yes ! and a thousand times yes, were 
it a thousand times true! Oh, child, could 
not you see that all my hate was love 1 Where 
were your eyes that you did not see this? 
Where was your heart that you did not feel 
it ! Why, child, at the very moment that you 
were uttering those horrid words my whole 
heart was going out in passionate adoration 
before you ! God forgive me ; I believe I 
adored the very words themselves! Don't 
you see that you have driven me mad — mad — 
mad ! " and he threw himself at her feet in a 
paroxysm of passion. 

"This is dreadful!" said Ursula, greatly 
shocked. "Pray, pray, Monsieur de Saldes, 
endeavour to control yourself " 

** I know," he answered, in the greatest 
agitation. "I beg your pardon — I have no 
right See," he said, in broken accents, " I am 
quite calm now. Now tell me, I entreat of 
you, is there no hope — absolutely none ? Tell 
me — only remember what it is that you are 
doing. If you reject me, you take away my 
last hope — my last anchor — the one thread 
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by which I still hold to what is lovable and 
venerable in life." 

'^ Do not ask it ! " she said, in great trouble. 
" Monsieur de Saldes, I cannot marry you, for 
I cannot love you. And now, for Heaven's 
sake, let us put an end to this painful inter- 
view; no earthly good can be gained by my 
staying here any longer — alas! what good 
has come of my staying so long ? Good-night, 
Monsieur de Saldes " 

He had turned from her and sunk into a 
chair, and putting his arms on the table, laid 
his head down on them. 

'^Good-night, Ben^," she said again. She 
spoke very gently, but her voice sounded 
hopelessly calm and composed. He, on the 
contrary, was shaken from head to foot by 
emotion. She went a step nearer to him, and 
stood for another instant waiting, but he did 
not speak nor lift his head, and like a ghost 
she passed noiselessly out of the room. 

He remained in the same position for, I 
should think, nearly a quarter of an hour after 
she was gone, and I began to wonder if he 
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would stay there all night, and what was to 
become of me. At last he gave a heavy sigh, 
got up, and went out into the garden through 
the conservatory, while I made a rush through 
the room and found myself in a second at the 
top of the staircase, with my heart beating like 
a great bell in my head and my ears, and all 
over my body. 

I found Ursula walking up and down the 
room in a state of immense excitement. 

" Did it ever happen to you to do a horribly 
painful thing that you knew was the only thing 
to do, and yet to feel all the while that in doing 
it you were shutting a stone down upon your 
heart for ever?" She stopped for a few seconds, 
then suddenly said, ^^Ben^ has asked me to 
marry him and I have refused." And covering 
her face with her hands, she went into a passion 
of crying. 

I took her in my arms and tried to soothe 
and comfort her ; but nothing could calm her 
sorrow, nothing stop those tears that flowed 
and flowed until I thought the whole woman 
would turn, like Undine, into a stream before 
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my face. I implored her to reconsider her 
decision, told her that I was sure she had been 
hasty ; that a man who loved her as much as it 
was clear he did, would never abide by an 
answer given in a moment of excitement ; that 
a word, a sign, a look would be sufficient to 
recall him. She suddenly looked up in my 
face with those curious heavy eyes of hers and 
said, " You think I am crying because I have 
refused him ? — ^because I love him ? My dear, 
it is not that : I am crying because I love him 
no more. I loved him once with an agony of 
love ; for four whole years I loved him, when 
he didn't care about me, and the fire is all 
burnt out ; and (oh, to think of it 1) my heart 
was like a pinch of dry dust while he was 
lying at my feet. Oh ! isn't it shocking that 
it should all come too late, and that I should 
have nothing left here" — and she struck her 
heart repeatedly with a great distress — "but a 

stone — ^a stone ! " 

She then by degrees told me how when she 
was a child of fifteen he had renewed his 
acquaintance with her father at Florence and 
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had become almost an inmate of their house. 
He was always passionately fond of music, 
it seems, and would come and pass hour 
after hour listening to her singing. It was 
then that she- got attached to him ; but, by 
her account, all the passion was on her side, 
while nothing but his vanity was interested in 
the matter. ^' He played with me," she said, 
^'exactly as a cat plays with a mouse. He 
never once committed himself in words during 
all those four years that he all but lived with 
us ; but he used at times to indulge in tender- 
nesses that sent me into a paradise of happi- 
ness, and then at other times he would seem 
to treat me only as a little child, and pass me 
over and neglect and desert me completely for 
a while. Then when my health used to give 
way, so that I could neither eat nor sleep any 
more, he would suddenly come and cure me 
all in an instant with a look or a word that 
sent me on a ray of sunshine back into my 
poor fool's paradise again. What made it 
worse was, that at that very time there was a 
woman there — that Madame de Malan — ^whom 



A FRENCH COUNTRY-HOUSE 213 

he did really care about ; and I went through 
tortures of jealousy when I was a mere child, 
that I can give you no idea of, and that 
were terribly bad for my whole nature and 
character. It was a dreadftd double jealousy 
that swallowed up my whole existence for a 
time; for you must know that she had con- 
trived to bewitch my father too — my poor 
father, who was no longer young — ^and she 
took him, too, completely away from me. In 
my utter desolateness I used to cast myself 
down before God and pray by turns that my 
father might be left to me — that Ren^ might 
be left to me — that she might take one and 
leave me the other; but no, nothing short 
of both would satisfy that inexorable love of 
admiration." 

" Was she so very attractive then ? " said I. 

"Oh, she was a wretched twopence of a 
woman, disant assez bien la romance^ with a 
shivering shred of a voice : a miserable little 
creature with painted eyes, and as flat as 
a board I" Here she unconsciously gave a 
superb glance at herself in the looking-glass, 
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and burst out laughing at her own vehemence, 
while the tears were still lying in bright drops 
on her face. " My little Venetian maid, who 
saw all the pain she caused me, and hated 
her for it, used to say of her: *Mi no vedo 
sta beiezza. Non gha ne anca la radice di 
un petto ! ' In fact, she had no roots of any 
sort. She was made up of a morbid love of 
excitement at any price, and a restless vanity, 
unassuageable and pitiless, that, like the horse- 
leech's daughter, was for ever crying, *Give 
—give— give.' But I, too, am pitiless," she 
continued, looking at the clock. " You have 
to be up at three, and here am I preventing 
you from getting a chance of rest. Oh, do go 
to bed, Bessie ! " 

" But, my dear child," said I, " how long ago 
did all this happen ? " 

"Five years ago," she answered. "I am 
four-and-twenty now." 

" And have you never felt any inclination for 
any one since then ? " 

"Never," she said. "I have tried once or 
twice to get up a sort of something for people 
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who have cared for me ; but it was all of no 
use! I turned sick and weary in the midst 
of my flirtation, and clapped a sudden ex- 
tinguisher down upon the miserable farthing 
rushlight that it was. I'm burnt out, and 
there's an end of it ! Oh, Bessie, get to bed. 
I am so ashamed of having troubled you with 
all this! Be sure you wake me up to bid 
me good-bye." 

She began trying to take the pins out of her 
hair, and to undress herself, but her hands 
shook so that she couldn't untie her strings; 
and so, much against her will, I put the poor 
child to bed. What an odd nature it was! 
She said after she had kissed me, as she turned 
her head on the pillow, " Don't trouble about 
me, dear Bess. I'm not worth it. I shall 
go in for ambition now, and marry a great 
duke. How pleased Lady Blankeney will be 
with the dear duchess!" She had hardly 
uttered the words before she was fast asleep. 
I stayed by her bedside for some minutes, 
looking at her face, which was as white as 
the sheet on which she lay, and at the 
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black bar of her eyebrows, and at her long 
tnmed-up eyelashes, and then I lay down for 
an hour. At four I got up, and put on my 
things, and went once more softly to her 
bedside. She slept like a baby, and so I 
would not disturb her, but writing, "God 
bless you, dearest Ursula," on a slip of paper, 
left it on her pillow, and crept gently out of 
the room, and downstairs. 

" Mademoiselle, la voiture est avanc^e," says 
the pasty, sleepy Hyacinthe. 

I get in, I give a parting glance into the 
silver vapour that enshrouds the well-known 
landscape, the door is shut, and down the hill 
we go — through the gate, and thud — thud! 
over the wooden bridge with a sad heart, very 
unlike the anxious one that crossed the same 
water only a week ago; then across a bit of 
plain, starlit and mystical, that made me think 
of "Jacob's Dream" in the Dulwich Gallery, 
and then suddenly into the dark night of the 
forest. My dear French friends, farewell ! 

A grey, still passage, heaven dissolving itself 
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in rain, and an arrival in London, dripping, 
dismal, black ; but there on the platform 
stood William and mother, and dear old 
aunt Emily, waving a large red silk pocket- 
handkerchief as we rolled into the station, 
and the next minute I was in their arms. 

I was a whole week in London without 
hearing anything of Ursula, and was be- 
ginning to be a little afraid that her affec- 
tion for me was not a real thing, and that 
she liked me less than she had fancied she 
did, when at last the long-expected missive 
arrived. Here it is :— 



" h6tel vouillbmont, 
"Rue dss Champs Elts^ses, Paris. 

"My deaebst Bessie,— I receive at this 
very instant of time a letter from my agent 
at the Holt, informing me of the death of 
old Mr. Yaughan, the rector of my parish. 
This living, I rejoice to say, is in my gift, 
and I hope that Mr. L'Estrange will make 
me happy by accepting it The living is 
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worth six hundred a year, and there is a very 
pretty little house, the agent tells me, exactly 
opposite one of the Holt gates. Ah, my dear 
Bess, do you remember the evening when 
we brushed our hair by the fire at Marny, 
and you told me about those sad eleven 
years (now really sad no more), and I could 
find nothing to say but * Good gracious ! * 
The sound of my own voice saying these 
words has haunted me ever since. The fact 
was, that at that very time they had written 
to tell me that Mr. Vaughan was dangerously 
ill and eighty years old, and I was turning 
in my head the probability of his death, and 
the joy that it would be to me to oflFer the 
rectory to your William. But I dared say 
nothing, dear; for I have observed, as a 
general rule, that it's always the right people 
who die, and the wrong people who go re- 
covering and living on for ever, when nobody 
wants them, and I was so dreadfully afraid 
the poor old thing might pick up again and 
disappoint me. I enclose a letter to Mr. 
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L'Estrange, which you must give him from 
me, in which I make him a formal proffer of 
the living. 

'' Monsieur de Saldes went back to Paris 
before I came down that morning that you 
left. Dear Madame Olympe said that she 
was very glad of it, because he had evidently 
taken one of his violent antipathies to me, 
and that there was no fighting against these 
things. I feel rather glad, on the whole, to 
think that he will never be able to say of 
me, *This, too, is vanity and vexation of 
spirit.' 

^'Jacques and I stayed on all Monday at 
Mamy with Madame Olympe and Jeanne, 
and only came to Paris on Tuesday. I 
foimd Lady Blankeney crying in little showers 
all the day long. It seems that her dear 
Faubourg St. Germain countess was furious 
at having neither Jacques nor myself at her 
concert, and behaved very rudely, and not 
at all in the Faubourg St. Germain manner, 
to the poor woman, who in return is be- 
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having as ill as anything so feeble can 
behave to me and Jacques. And so, dear, 
I suddenly cut adrift from her, went to an 
hotel of my own, and am coming over by 
myself But as I suppose it wouldn't be 
quite possible for me to live alone and keep 
my character in your evil-thinking country, 
I propose that you should persuade Mrs. 
Hope to take charge of me, and give me 
the comfort of her kindness and the coun- 
tenance of her respectability. I trust to 
you, dear Bess, to bring this plan to success. 
Do you think your mother would quite die 
of Jacques? Both he and Giambattista have 
promised to come over and pay me a long 
visit at the Holt in the summer. She must 
set against that the delight of having you 
living next door to her. I shall be in 
London Thursday night. Meanwhile, and for 
ever, I am your attached friend, 

"Ubsula Hamilton." 
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What more is there to say? My marriage 
is fixed for the end of next month, and the 
day after to-morrow we all go down with 
our dear Portia to her northern Belmont I 
have seen her reject the wrong casket — may 
she choose the right one when the time 
comes ! 



THE END 
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